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ANGELINA. 


LETTER . 


Tord Acaztavy to Sir GzorGe Farz- 
FORD. 


Cavendiſh Square, | 


YOUR knowledge of the world, and 

. philanthropic . character, prompt me 
to open my heart with confidence reſpect- 
ing the important ſecret which is the ſub- 
ject of this letter; a ſecret which has long 
diſturbed my fepoſe, and which muſt be 
clucidated without farther procraſtination. 
You know, my dear friend, that though 
my eſtate is one of the moſt ſplendid i in 
the kingdom, à variety of circumſtances 
have conſpired to load it with incum- 
brances that will not eafily be removed. 

Vor. I. 1 The 
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The blind affection which I have for fo 
many years evinced for a thoughtleſs and 
diſſipated fiſter, who has never followed the 
ſage admonitions of prudence in any one 


action of her life, except in the preſerva- 


tion of her perſonal honour, has tended 
not a little to increaſe the magnitude of 
my preſent diſtreſſes: her gaming debts, 
ſplendid eſtabliſhment, expenſive ward- 
robe, ſummer excurſions, winter aſſem- 
blies, and total contempt for all inveſtiga- 
tions of domeſtic accounts, together with 


my own folly on the turf, and the extra- 
vagance of ſordid connections among wo- 
men of the moſt profligate deſcription, 
have ſo unhinged my finances,. that I 
found it abſolutely neceſſary to make ſome 


deſperate effort, to ſnatch me from the 


moſt painful humiliations. 
Thus ſituated, the old ann a rich 


Fife, appeared the moſt certain and pro- 
bable remedy I could adopt. We always 


find this bleſſed conſolation even in the 


laſt extremity, where rank holds out the 


temptation ; ambition graſps at the ſha- 


dow, we enjoy the ſubſtance ; in other 
words, 
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words, we ſell what is of little. uſe. to us, 
and obtain for our bargain that which will 
purchaſe all the gratifications this world 
can afford. 

Every circle in this overgrown metro- 
polis preſents, wealthy upſtarts; who, to 
yarniſh over their original inſignificance, 
are on the watch for needy nobility, whoſe 
wants may reduce them to the humiliation 
of forming connections, from which their 
pride ſhrinks with abhorrence. Indeed 
we conſtantly behold young women of 
little birth, and great fortune, as indeli- 
cately expoſed to ſale, as our horſes or 
our hounds: with this difference only, 


1 that we are not permitted, on any account 
8 whatever, to inquire the pedigree of our 
e 8 purchaſe; we have only to give them a 


name, and they paſs for thorough-bred in 

h all the circles of faſhionable diſſipation. 
A To decide on a matter, of ſuch ſerious 
s importance required, at leaſt, ſome. con- 
= ſideration: I had to ſelect a partner for 
life out of three diſtinct claſſes of women. 
The firſt, the daughter of ſome rich citi- 
zen, who pants for an alliance with no- 
| B 2 bility ; ; 


ler 
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bility ; the ſecond, a buxom widow, who 
having outlived a wealthy Aſiatic dotard, 
ſtarts for a coronet, without conſiderin g the 
qualifications of its poſſeſſor, either mental 
or perſonal ; the third, an antiquated vir- 
gin, 'who having tacked the ſwiftneſs of 
time, is at laſt overtaken by him; one, who 
more nice than wiſe in her days of youth- l 
ful attraction, now finds the dreadſul ne- | 
ceſſity of taking a partner at any rate, 
to avoid the ridicule of a ſarcaſtic world. 
Conſcious that the buſineſs of forming 
ſuch alliances was not very fatiguing, 5 
the indolence of my nature would not 
endure a tedious proceſs, I began the re- 
ſearch only a month ago, and fortune has 
already ſtarted game of the very wealthieſt 
order ;—at Lady Arranford's aſſembly I 
met with a_ young perſon whoſe beauty, | 
at firſt, faſcinated my attention; there 
was a poliſh in her manner, a grace in 
every thing ſhe did, and an intelligence in 


every thing ſhe uttered Now, thought 


J, if this girl ſhould happen to have a 
tolerable fortune, I would not heſitate to 


propoſe immediately, Lady Arranford, 


N who 


Ss a0 OR. Ru 
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who has always been my moſt intimate 
friend, was conſulted on the occafion ; 
and to my infinite joy, ſhe informed me 
that the object of my admiration was the 
only daughter of Sir Edward Clarendon, 
a rich Weſt India merchant, who, not 
content with having received the dignity | 
of knighthood, was eager in the purſuit 

of more ſubſtantial honours. Now,” 
ſaid Lady Arranford, “ if you could re- 


concile ſuch an alliance to the pride; of 
your family, you have the beſt chance 


in the world; for I have often heard 
Sir Edward declare, that nothing leſs 


than a peer of Great Britain ſhould 


ever have the honour to become his ſon- 
in-law.” — Thus chance has beſtowed on 
me the ticket which will entitle Miſs 
Clarendon to the rank her father covets, 
and bring a prize in return, which will 
cement the ſhattered fabric of my ancient 


| poſſeſſions, 


With little difficulty I was introduced 
to the Knight, and with as little ceremony 
declared myſelf the ſuitor of the lovely 
Miſs Clarendon. Sir Edward ſeems per- 

. fectly 
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fectly indifferent as to the ſentiments of 
his daughter, for when I requeſted per- 
miſſion to ſolicit her hand, to conciliate 
her eſteem, and to declare my paſſion, he 
abruptly nende my well-ſtudied rhap- 
ſody, by aſſuring me, that I may depend 
upon his word, Miſs Clarendon would 
not think of refuſing ſo eligible an alli- 
ance. Thus am I, without the ſmalleſt 
trouble on my part, to be the huſband of 
2 lovely. girl of eighteen, with a moſt 
ſplendid fortune; and, What is not quits 
ſo deſirable, the ſon-in-law of the moſt 
complete ſavage in the univerſe. The die 
is caft, and I muſt endeavour to make 
| * beſt of a convenient bargain. 

I am informed that Sir Edward 5 name 
is proverbial in the city for every thing 
low, ſordid, illiterate, and unfeeling. In 
the carly part of his life it was his good 
fortune to marry one of the co-heireſſes 
of a rich Welch baronet. His wife's 
wealth was the foundation of his preſent 
ſplendour; and by all the meanneſs of 
avarice, united with the moſt indefatiga- 
ble labour, for the ſpace of thirty years, 

| „„ 
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he has amaſſed a ſum ſufficient to pur- 
chaſe the reſpect of congenial minds, for 
his conſequence in the commercial world, 
and a title for his daughter in the circle 
of pleaſure and diſſipation. In juſtice to 
the young woman, I muſt confeſs, that 
ſhe is beautiful, gentle, unaſſuming, and 
accompliſhed. Lady Clarendon dying 
when her daughter was an infant, the care 
of her education was leſt to the entire ma- 
nagement of her aunt, Miſs Juliana Pen- 
gwynn, her mother's ſiſter. With this 
Lady ſhe viſited Paris, and paſſed ſeveral 
years in Italy; for the venerable virgin is 
a perfect judge of the antique, and has 
read the moſt admired Greek and Latin 
authors in their original languages; to 
ſay the truth, ſhe is an enlightened and 
intelligent female. To her I owe the cul- 
tivation of thoſe mental graces by which 
Miſs Clarendon will compenſate for the 
1gnorance and vulgarity of the good knight 
her father. So much for my proſpects of 
approaching happineſs. 

Now, my friend, let me unfold my ſen- 
timents upon another far more intereſting 


„ ſubject. 
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ſubject. Before I was of age I entered into 
aſolemn engagement with a woman whoſe 
virtues, genius, and beauty, rendered her of 
the firſt order of beings! my mind would 


madden at the retroſpect of her injuries, 


or my own inhumanity ! under a tho- 
rough conviction that I have been dead 


for ſome years, ſhe has reſided in ſolitude ; 
I never ſought her abode, becauſe I had 


not reſolution to meet the reproaches of 
one, to whom I had ſhewn ſo little juſtice, 
and whoſe affection for me had made me 
ſo much her debtor. The pleaſures of 


the world never could entirely obliterate 


the memory of perfections, unequalled, or 
its vaſt varicty of beauty preſent a ſingle 


object that could bear a compariſon with 


her whom TI had deſerted. Her claims 
were of the moſt ſacred and inviolable 
nature ; her rights were indiſputable ; but 
as her high ſpirit diſdained to become de- 
pendent on the mercy of my family, ſo 
the generoſity of her nature induced ber 
to preſerve my intereſt, at the expenſe, of 
her own reputation. You will ſay this is 
enigmatical ;'I mean that it ſhould be ſo. 

Having 
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Having thus awakened your curioſity, 
let me conjure you to be ſecret. I ſhall 
only add, that it is abſolutely neceflary, 
both for my honour and Miſs Clarendon's 
peace of mind, that the exiſtence, or the 
death of this recluſe ſhould be aſcertained, 
previous to our marriage. I was informed, 
about ſix years fince, that ſhe reſided in 
South Wales; I did not make minute in- 
quiry, becauſe I have always . dreaded 
even the ſmalleſt event that could awaken 
remorſe in my breaſt, or recall the memory 
of her claims on its compaſſion. 

You mentioned a few days fince that it 
was your intention to make the tour of 
Wales, during this ſummer : the idea in- 
ſtantly ſtruck me, that in your journey 
chance may lead you to the retirement of 
this amiable woman. Her name is Ange- 
lina Sydenham ; ſhe is ſo proudly diſtin- 
guiſhed by intellectual acquirements and 
exterior beauty, that you would diſcover 
her amongſt a million. Heaven forbid that 
I ſhould ever ſee her; I ſhould inſtantly 
relapſe into all my former fondneſs, and 

B 5 conſe- 
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conſequently become : an objeRt of univer- 


fal ridicule, 

Remember, ſhould you Aiſcover the 
abode of Mrs. Sydenham, do not reveal 
it to any perſon whatever; ſhe thinks I 
am no longer living ; let her continue in 
that opinion till you hear from me, au- 
thorizing you to undeceive her. The ac- 
count of your rambles will afford me in- 
finite pleaſure, and I ſhall, wait with im- 
patience for the reſult of your reſearches. | 

In a few days I purpoſe viſiting Claren- 
don Abbey; and I ſhall endeavour to pro- 


tract my, union with Sir Edward's family, 


if poſſible, till you have quitted Wales: 
at all events let me hear from you, and | 


believe me, 


Dear Sir George, 
5 Vour's ſaithfully, 
ACRELAND. 


LET- 


2 i 
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LETTER II. 
SoPHIA CLAREN DON 70 Mrs. Hon rox. 


Crutched Friars. 


T is peculiarly unfortunate that we 
ſhould be ſeparated at a moment the 
moſt perplexing, and the moſt painful, I 
have ever experienced. How ſhall I de- 
ſcribe my fituation! How ſhall I convince 
you that proſpects, fraught with all the 
glare of magnificence, only fill my mind 
with horror and diſguſt ! that while I am 
preparing my wedding ſuit for a marriage 
with Lord Acreland, I cannot help medi- 
tating on the gloom of a ſepulchre! there 
is nothing particularly diſagrecable in the 
perſon of this huſband whom my father: 
has choſen for me; but I ſhould have 
thought him far more amiable, had I been 
permitted to have made him the object of 
my own ſelection. 
The wealth which Sir Edward has ac- 
cumulated by days of labour and nights: 
„ B 6 of 


you ſome idea of our nuptial preparations. 


far diſtant from this country, precludes 


is doubly entitled to my affection, becauſe 


your good opinion. 
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of calculation, is at laſt appropriated—to 
what ? To the purchaſe of a. title for an 
only daughter! Thus will he ennoble his 
family by the ſacrifice of one, whoſe hap- 
pineſs ought to be his firſt conſideration. | 
Oh! blind and miſtaken parent; thou art 
the dupe of that ambition, which will 
only render thee an object of contempt 
to the wiſe, of pity to the compaſſionate. 
But I will endeavour to forget my ap- 
proaching miſery, and, if poſſible, give 


The friendſhip ſubſiſting between us, 
having commenced when we were both 


the knowledge you would otherwiſe have 
acquired reſpecting my family connections. 
I believe my good aunt Juliana 1s the only 
relation I have who is honoured with your 
eſteem ; ſhe has merit to do juſtice even 
to diſcrimination exquiſite as your's : ſhe 


ſhe has had the happineſs to conciliate 


Our domeſtic circle is now embelliſhed 
by the preſence of my amiable relatives, 
Sir 


—— —— WAS + 3 
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Sir Philip and Lady Watkins, with their 
adopted ſon, Charles Belmont. The wor- 
thy Baronet, whoſe mind exhibits all the 
qualities that can adorn the human heart, 
has been the doating huſband of his amia- 
ble Fanny, ſor no ſhorter period than 
forty years, during which time, he de- 
clares, ſhe never offended him in thought, 
word, or deed. Alas! my friend; their's 
was the union of ſentiment, choice, and 
affection 

Lady Watkins was, in the middle of 
the century; a moſt formidable beauty: 
indeed ſo lovely, that the image her look- 
ing-glaſs preſented was fo fafcinating as 
to prevent her ever altering the, mode of 
dreſs, in which ſhe was the object of uni- 
verſal adoration. 

My father, whoſe 3 of happineſs 

are as oppoſite to thoſe of the venerable 
pair, as the blaze of the torrid zone to the 
dark plains of the frozen Zembla, ſeems 

to have no pleaſure equal to that of con- 
tradicting them on every occaſion. The 
good ſenſe of Sir Philip, and the gentle- 
tleneſs of my aunt's diſpoſition, frequent- 


17 
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ly defeat the ſeverity, and even the ridi- 
cule of Sir Edward. For my own part, 
I never hear him utter an unkind or ſar- 
caſtic expreſſion without feeling the moſt 
extreme uneaſineſs; neither can the mor- 
tification, which he ſometimes occaſions, 


produce half the impreſſion on their 


minds, which it does on mine who am 


. doomed to witneſs it. 


The paraphernalia of the Hymeneal al- 
tar is already prepared :—my aunt Juliana 
wears a fuit of white tabby, with Bruſſells 
frimmings. Lady Watkins has a gold 
brocade in which ſhe was preſented at St. 
James's at leaſt forty years ſince : Sir Phi- 


| Hp is to appear in his wedding ſuit. What 


fhall 1 exhibit ? A melancholy viſage, the 


emblem of an undelighted heart! Oh! 


Louiſa ; I never can conſent to become 
the wife of Lord Acreland. Sometimes 
I determine to reject his addrefles deci- 
fively ; but, alas! my reſolution fades be- 
fore the ſtern injunctions of an inexorable 

father. 
To-mdrrow we ſhall leave Lodi for 
Oxfordſhire, Lord Acreland is to follow 
ey 


* 
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in a few days. I was once fond of Cla- 
rendon Abbey: I was once—but reflec- 
tion cannot cure my preſent anguiſh, or 
bring back thoſe ſcenes, which remem- 
brance never fails to contraſt with antici- 
pated ſorrows. | 

Oh, Fortune | thou art a cruel diſpoſer 
of events; thou canſt deny thy ſmiles to 
the children of Genius, whilſt thou art 
laviſh of thy favours to the ſelfiſh and of- 
tentatious: how often doſt thou feed the 
rapacity of the dull and vain, while the 
heart of inſpiration throbs in obſcurity ! 
'Thou art deaf to the plaintive voice of 
ſuffering merit, while thy ear is turned to- 
wards the flattering ſons of diſſipation 
and folly ! 

I wiſh Lord Acreland would accept my 
fortune, and leave me to ſcek for happi- 
neſs in a more tranquil, though leſs brilli- 
ant, circle, than that to which I fear I am 
deſtined. I never envied the ſplendours 
of a court; I now begin to abhor them. 
I do not hate Lord Acreland ; but I feel, 
I know that it is impoſlible I ever ſhould 
teach myſelf to love him. Ah, Louiſa ! 

el is 
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is your friend at laſt to be the victim of 
indifference 2 Is not death pages to 
ſuch a ſacrifice ?. + (411 | 


Adieu, adieu, you ſhall ues Som me 
in very ſoon. F 
SOPHIA 8 


3 
1. 


LETTER 11. 


- Mrs. HoRTON to SoPHIA CLARENDON. 
Bath. 


ORD Acreland ! Is it poſſible that Lord 
Acreland has propoſed himſelf as the 
huſband of Sophia Clarendon ? You can- 
not be ſerious ! Either you are playing 
upon my credulity,—or he is deprived of 
.reaſon. Your letter has awakened all the 
ſenfibility of my heart; it ſhudders with 
fear, —it freezes with horror! 

I know Lord Acreland; I have long 
known him: I am alſo acquainted with 
his family,—his connections, his very 
*earheſt connections; he cannot, - -dares 
not lead you to the altar; ;---reaſon, nature, 

juſtice, 
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juſtice, and humanity, forbid the alliance. 
Write to me mſtantly ;---tell me that you 
have finally determined to oppoſe his ſuit: 
ſay, that you have reſolved not to ſanctify 
a deed ſo miſerably ſordid : that no power 


on earth ſhall force you to barter all the 


generous feelings of a diſintereſted mind, 
at the ſhrine of pride, avarice, and dupli- 


city. Sophia, Lord Acreland does not 


love you; if he urges ſuch a plea, for the 
| gratification of his own neceſſities and 
your father's ambition, he is a wretch, 


and unworthy of the rank he banden in ſo- 


ciety. 
Oh! If I had the full power to 5 


my motives for this counſel, I could put 
a period to the buſineſs by only uttering 


| a ſingle ſentence ; but, I am bound to ſe- 


crecy ;---whatever reaſons I may have for 
my ſolicitude, be aſſured, that they are 
ſcrious and important. If you marry Lord 
Acreland, you are loſt for ever | 2210 
Refuſe his hand without heſitation; 
if you value your peace of mind; if you 
look forward, to long and honourable 
days; if your heart acknowledges the 
touch 


How, 


ANGELINA. 


touch of pity, do not contaminate its re- 
poſe by ſuch an union. There are miſe- 
ries in ſtore for the wife of Lord Acreland, 
of ſuch a nature, that- the verieſt wretch, i 
abandoned by heaven, and perſecuted by 
pain, poverty, and ſorrow, may be deemed i 
happy in compariſon with what ſhe muſt i 
encounter! Make every effort to protract | 
the fatal hour; ſuffer me to ſee you be- 
fore you embrace a deſtiny replete with 
anguiſh, that will only be terminated, 
when the groan of death iſſues from your | 
boſom. 1 Foe: Tits 
My agitation is not to be deſcribed ; 
my hand is almoſt convulſed with horror 
while I write; my eagerneſs is ſuch, that 
I ſhall fancy every moment an age, until | 
I receive your anſwer. Alas! Sophia! I | 
had rather weep over the marble that en- 
cloſes you from the world for ever, than | 
behold you, a living victim, forced to that | 
altar, where all your hopes, and all your 
virtues, would be ſacrificed to deſpair. 
My health declines daily: I am ordered 
by my phyſicians to viſit Briſtol for the 
benefit of the waters. Your letter has 
. almoſt 
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almoſt annihilated my weak ſrame; every 
nerve ſhook with agony as I traced the 
anticipated progreſs of your deſtiny. The 
picture of your domeſtic circle, the deli- 
neation of the characters of your aunt; 


and her venerable partner, would have 
charmed me; but the wreath your fancy 


| | wove, was blended with ſuch weeds of 


deadly poiſon, that the livelier flowers 
were all withered by its influence. 

If you can ſo ſar command your mind, 
as to conceal your aſtoniſhment, you ſhall, 
when I'dare be more explicit, receive a 
full elucidation of what muſt, for the pre- 
ſent; reſt in myſtery : it is my duty to 
preſerve you from miſery; ; but I am not 
permitted to reveal the cauſe, why I am 
ſo urgent. You know my heart; it is in- 
capable of difſimulation; it is warmly at- 
tached to your intereſt; it is tenderly con- 
cerned for your honour. - Remember, So- 
phia, the day that gives your hand to Lord 


Acreland, will decide your fate—it will 
be, at once, tertible and ſure !--- 
Fiarewel, my unfortunate friend! for 
even amidſt the ſplendours that ſurround 
you, 


TEC AB 8 r Ps: eee 5 
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you, I know no breathing creature, who 
ſo an claims that appellation. 
ares Honk rox. 


—— — — 
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LETTER IV. 


Sir GkokoR FAIR TORD 70 Lord 
ACRELAND. __ 
i Breconſhire. 

ALTHOUGH I 5 to continue a 

purſuit which ſeems to be of the moſt 
intereſting nature, my fi:endſhip for you 
overpowers my ſcruples, and I reſolve. to 
exert my zeal for the completion of your 
wiſhes. If the perſon you deſcribe, has 
all the grace and beauty your pen allows 
her, I ſhall have a dangerous taſk to un- 
dertake. You know I am a warm ad- 
mirer of female perfection ; and, if ever | 
lovelineſs and merit appear with ſuperior 
_ attraction, it is in the moment when ſor- 
row is their companion; I always could 
reſiſt the brilliancy of beauty, but when it 

is clouded with tears, I become a very 
_ 1 


On 
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on my arrival at the village where I 
now write, I alighted at a ſmall public 
houſe, and was courteouſly greeted by my 
honeſt hoſt, with a thouſand expreſſions 
of reſpect, and as many proteſtations of 
zeal to accommodate me. - Being uſhered 
into a clean 'white-waſhed parlour, whoſe 
| neatly ſanded floor, and gayly decorated 
chimney, beſpoke it no common reſting 
place for ordinary travellers, I inquired 
of my obſequious guide, whether he could 
furniſh me with pens, ink, and paper? 
Evidently mortified at ſo unprofitable a 
demand, he replied in the affirmative ; 
not forgetting at the ſame time to preſent 
a bill of fare, with a bow that would have 
done credit to the moſt courtly circle. 

„ What will your Honour be pleaſed 
to cat?” cried wy hoſt of the White 
Lion. 

« T want to write a letter,” anſwered I; 
when does the poſt go out. for Lon- 
don?” 

Fine fowls, pork, and new Jaid eggs,” 
continued Boniface. 

” 1 will trouble at to find a peaſant ; 
] want 
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I want, to ſend a meſſage, to a gentleman 
who reſides in the neighbourhood,” “ 
A pheaſant! your Honour, I have 
not ſeen , one for ſome time; would 


your Honour like a gooſe, which is, 


my opinion, a finer bird; or will your 
Honour I like a pork griſkin : What ſhall 


I put before the fire? 


« A countryman;“ continued J, ſtill 
looking at my letter. My hoſt viewed 
me with evident aſtoniſhment, and on my 
riſing from my chair, darted out of the 
parlour as if he had ſeen a ſpectre. 
I now heard a warm debate at the door 
of the alehouſe. I tell you he is mad,” 


ſaid the landlord ; * the devil may wait 


on him before I will. Hang ine if I don't 
believe he's a French jacobin, for now 1 
think on't, there was a hand all eren 
with blood upon his chaiſe.” 

Hoh, you are a great fool,” an PEARS 
the ſimple ſhrew; * why the gentleman 


is as portly a gentleman, as ever wore. a 


head, and can't be a French-man ; who 

ever heard of a jolly French-man? Why, 

they are all as lean as rats.” a Og 

8 & Non- 
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“ Nonſenſe;” replied the huſband, 
ec you're a ſilly woman, and know nothing 
about the matter; I don't like his looks, 
and have a great mind to ſend for the juſ- 
tice; who can tell but I may be ſent to jail 
for harbouring ſuch folk; many a man 
has been tried for his life, for a leſs mat- 
ter. No letter ſhall go out of my houſe, 
I can promiſe you n * looks for all 
the world like a foreigner.“ 

He looks like a handſome gentle- 
man,“ anſwered my hoſtels. 

«© Handſome is, that handſome does, 
ſaid her ſagacious huſband, * Why lie 
has ordered nothing to eat, and the dey*l 


a drop has he called for, ſince he entered 
my doors! I would not give a ſtraw i6e - 
ſuch cuſtomers.---He does not pay wx, . 


houſe-· room: one juſtice of the peace, #p 
church-warden, will eat more at a * 
than twenty ſuch gentry will in a month.“ 
* What would you have quality guzzle 
like common people?“ ſaid: the land- 
lady. Why they. are quite other 1ort of 
things.” | 
1 ©. "LUCY 
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13 That's ſure enough,” anſwered the 
| | cautious landlord, * if one may judge by 
3 the few I have ſeen of 'em; but I can't 
1 loſe my time in ſquabbling with you, ſo 
i one word for all. I ſhan't harbour jaco- 
j! bins, nor ſpies, nor outlandiſh cattle of 
3 any ſort. And if you take his part, you 
I are no better than you-ſhou'd be, and-no 
[| friend to your king and country. And 
what's more, if he doesn't order a' good 
dinner, in an hour from this time, I Hall 
take my nag and be off to the juſtice's 
Y He-ſhan't live upon air, and impoſe upon 
free Britons, while I have a tongue in wy 
| head, and know what's what.“ 92 
Pray, my dear, let me go in and take 
e bill of fare; I'II lay a wager he orders 
# mething in a trice, if I wait upon his 
Ytonour ;” faid the gentle hoſteſs. 
None of your palavering, miſtreſs 
. buſy- body,“ anſwered the angry hoſt: 
J you are always for ſome nonſenſe or 
bother; I ſaw you lecring and fidling 
up to the ſtranger, as ſoon as he got 
C | | out of his chaiſe : why do you think he'll 
talk 
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talk to ſuch a poor filly woman as you 
are, if he's a gentleman of any conſe- 
quence ? And, it he is not, he ſhan't 


play off his tricks upon a wife of mine, 


I can tell you. So get you in, and mind 
your kitchen, while I make another trial.” 

I now turned towards the window, 
where, to my infinite aſtoniſhment, I be- 
held a crowd of women and children, 
peeping through the caſement with as 
much eager curioſity as though I had been 
an itinerant mountebank, or travelling 
magician. I rang the bell, which had 
more than once reminded me of din- 
ner, by aſſailing my forehead as I croſſed 
the parlour,---for it hung from the ceiling 
a moſt convement memento to the hungry 
traveller. In came my prudent and loyal 
hoſt of the White Lion; but not ſo gra- 
ciouſly condeſcending as heretofore. 
Pray, landlord, did you ever hear of 
a lady reſiding in this part of the world, 
whoſe name is Sydenham ?” 

« A foreigner, your Honour?“ anſwer- 
ed the landlord. 

« No, an Engliſh lady;” faid I. 

Vor. I. - + hs CA 
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* A young lady, ee or an 
old lady?“ 
A perſon about five or fix and 
thirty ;* ; anſwered ll, 

„ Ah! I can't ſay I ever heard of ſuch 
a lady.---Tall, or ſhort, your Honour?” 

I really. don't know preciſely, an- 
ſwered I; but I believe the perſon wiſh 
to find, 1s very handſome.” | 

« Fair, your Honour, or brown?“ ſaid 
the landlord, ſtroking his chin, BR 9 a look 


of wonderful ſagacity. 


J perceived that he was s only aſking 
bens merely to ſatisfy his own curio- 


ſity, and cut the converſation ſhort by 


ordering the bill of fare; it was out of 


his pocket inſtantaneouſly ;, the landlord 


rubbed his hands and ſiniled once more. 
« Pray,” ſaid I, what. houles have you 
in the village ;, are there. any. <_ une 

quen ca , 7 got 
« We. have. th 3 oF any Sur 
and pleaſe your honour,---only three, as 
far as I can recollect. The parſonage- 
houſe, the poor-houſe, and. the public- 
houſe, The firſt 1s occupied by our cu- 
5 rate 
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rate and his ten children. He is never 
within except at meals; ſor he has got a 
bit of a field, which he has turned into a 
ſcrap of a garden, and he works there 
from ſun-riſe to ſun- ſet. 

A clergyman work in his field from 
ſun-riſe/ till ſun-ſet !” anſwered 1; & I 
ſuppoſe it is his particular pleaſure ?”? 

«© Pleaſure! your Honour! O, lack! 
Pm afraid tis hard neceſſity; ' for the 
honeR ſoul has but thirty pounds a year, 
and does duty at two churches. What 
with digging and praying, the good man 
has a bitter time on't! But as I was 
telling your Honour, there is the poor- 
houſe, full enough in all conſcience! 
and mad enough in all reaſon! Why 
they are all turned Methodiſſes, and 
ſpin to pſalm tunes, as though they were 
bewitched; and they do nothing but 
cant and preach from year's end to 
year's end. Then they are grown ſo 
plaguy conſcientious, they have turned 
the heads of half the village: tis wonder- 
ful, your Honour, how little 0 J ſell, 


ſince religion has got among us. 
C 2 « Well,” by 
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„Well,“ faid 1, interrupting him, 
this is nothing to the purpoſe. I want 
to ſend a few lines to Sir David Aprice, 
who, if I am not miſtaken, reſides in 
this neighbourhood.” | 
« What will your . 5 pleaſed 
to have for dinner? 
** Have you nobody, that can r this 
letter?“ ſaid IJ. 
« A freſh tap of fine ale, your. Ho- | 
nour; and ſome excellent Herefordſhire 
eyder: ſhall. 1. bring your Honour a 
tankard, juſt to taſte? 
Bring me the dayil] Tet . I lofing 
al patience,; Before I could reproach my- 
ſelf for this haſty expreſſion, the monarch 
of the White Lion had vaniſhed/from his 
poſt, and joined the crowd, which was 
ſtill peeping through the window. 
Perceiving no chance of ſorwarding my 
embatly, I reſolved. to ſally forth, and 
wake ſuch inquiries as may finally con- 
clude the object of my journey. I paſſed 
through. the outward apartment, which 
ſerved both for kitchen and tap-room. 


The landlord. again A the bill of 
fare, 


F 
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fare. His countenance bore evident traits 
of hope, fear, and ſolicitude. Get me 
a beef ſteak and a broil'd fowl,” ſaid 1: 
in about half an hour I ſhall return.“ 
The wiſe hoſt bowed moſt obſequiouſly ; 
his countenance brightened, and I plaiyly 
perceived that the jacobin, the ſpy, the 
nag, - and 'the juſtice, were wholly for- 
gotten. 

By a little courteſy and conſideration 
for the humours of mankind, how eaſy 
is it, thought I, to be at peace with all 
the human race thus a few ſhillings has 
reſtored to me my good name. To thoſe 
who condeſcend to ftudy the mind of 
man, there is nothing ſo eaſily purchaſed 
as popularity. 

1 ſtrolled through the village followed 
by a train of bawling children, who be- 
held an obje& of no ſmall importance in 


a ſtranger of my deſcription. A green 


leather cap and pantaloons rendered my 
figure as new and extraordinary in a 
Welch village, as though I had worn the 
three tails of a Turkiſh Baſhaw, or the 
e ſuit of an Eſquimaux Indian. 

C 3 But 
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But all the din of mingling voices, all 


the half ſmothered titterings of the wo- 


men, all the ejaculations of the children, 
could not obliterate the remembrance of 


the poor curate and his laborious family! 


Reflection naturally turned towards the 


pampered ſons of ſanctity. The archbi- 
ſhop revelling in all the luxury of ſloth- 


ful eaſe, while the ſtarving curate toils in- 
ceſſantly to earn the bare neceſſaries of 


life! the paſtor of his little flock, he 


looks not beyond the narrow circle that 


gives them a reſting place! he has no 


ſplendour to maintain, no tribe of atten- 


dants to make up the empty ſhew of 
greatneſs: meekneſs and piety teach him 


to endure the miſeries of penury, while 
they give to his mind the proudeſt gratifi- 
cation religion ought to feel: the conſeious 
delight of devoting his labours to the be- 
nefit of his fellowereatures, while he 
purſues, with modeſt manners, and with 
meiifaÞgrace, the path to immortality | 

Scareely had I time to ruminate on the 
diſtreſſes of the poor curate, when I per- 


ceived that I had reached the turnpike- 


Sate 
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gate at the entrance of the village. Here, 
ſaid I to myſelf, here will I make the need- 
ful inquiries after the fair recluſe. A de- 
cent looking old man fat at his poſt; he 
was reading a country newſpaper ;; he 
liſted his. hand to his ſpectacles, and diſ- 
placing them from his face, roſe to. open 
the ſmall gate which hung acroſs the foot- 
path. Do not diſturb. yourſelf, my ho- 
neſt friend,” ſaid 1: I am younger 
than you are, and can open it mylelf.'— 
« It is my duty, Sir,” ſaid he—and; be- 
tween us the gate was opened. 
:Þ paſſed through without replying ; but 
recollecting the courteous old man, in- 
ſtantly 0 back to m his i- 
vility. ic 
WY Bless Jour denen py a has: while 
his eyes were bent upon the; half-erown 
piece I had put into his hand; I will 
drink your Honour's health, and my 
little ſtore will not be diminiſhed by 
the tribute I pay to your generoſity.— 
Heaven never fails to recompence the 
feeling heart! Will your Honour pledge 
me ?'—He ſaid no more; but entered 
„ his 
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his hovel, and in a moment returned, 

with his clean brown jug, amply crowned 
with. froth, that would have tempted any 

one to taſte of his liquor. Honeſt 
ſoul, ſaid I, „the man who would 
not turn from a banquet to taſte: of thy 
Jug, does not deſerve thy bleſſing !” 

Tis pure ſtuff, your ene, and 
the mug is clean.“ 

25755 Tis excellent!“ ſaid: I, a thy 
Bean is warm ! may its ſource never 
be chilled by the churliſh or ungrate- 
ful.“ —I returned it to his hands, y 

Here's peace and proſperity to all the 
world,“ ſaid the old gateman, After 
drinking, he continued O!] this war 
is a cruel buſineſs, your Honour!“ 

« How can you ſuffer by it, my e6od 
ates! * ſaid 1; „ your fituation can- 
not be materially. affected by political 
events; 225 can you . mh loſe by 
— l | 

With his * he . away a leur 
that ſtole from the corner of his eye. 1 
have loſt every thing, ſaid he; the 


ſtaff of my age, 'the comfort of my 
a 
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days, the helpmate of my labours. I 
have loſt my only ſon! Oh! he was 
a brave lad, and a good fon! I grieve 
ſorely for his abſence; my old eyes 
have ſhed many tears fince he left me; 
but if he fights well, and falls glori- 
ouſly——” He could not proceed. 

+ Never deſpair, my honeſt friend, 
faid I; * thy ſon will return, crowned 
with immortal laurels: let that idea 

conſole thee.” | 
© Ah! your Honour,” replied the old 
man, © if he had but been ſuffered to 
chooſe for himſelf I ſhould have been 
ſatisfied. Tis a melancholy ſtory.“ 
Let me hear it, ſaid I. The old 
man reſted his arm upon the gate, and I 
liſtened with a ee 044mg which boar 
not deceive me. 

Laſt Chriſtmas RY ſaid 10. my 
wife fell ill; and, aſter many ſtruggles 


with her diſorder, was at laſt confined. 
to her bed, beyond the hope of: reco- 
very. My boy attended his mother by 
Night and by day. Her illneſs, how- 
ever, baffled all his care, and ſhe 
9 waſted 
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waſted hour by hour, till ſhe was as 
lender, your Honour, as a ſhadow.” 


„ Had the no medical advice?“ ſaid I. 


(156! Yes; your Honour,” replied he: 


: Loyd; our curate, who is learned 
in phyſic, as well as divinity, came 
twice a day to ſee her; but all would 
not do: the was ſo changed, we could 


ſearcely believe it was the ſame perſon. 


She was as pale as a corpſe, pour Ho- 
n and as feeble as an infant.” : 
Here the full” heart bid the tongue 


| e while the finer eſſence of ſenfibr- 


lity ruſhed into the eyes. In a few mo- 
ments he continued his narrative. 

20 May-day, in the nag F never 
Mall forget it, as we fat by her bed 
fide, I beheld, through our little caſe- 
ment, all the villagers crowding to 


make merry. They ſung and danced 
along; every heart was full of  glad- 


neſs, except mine and my poor ' boy's: 
he looked upon his mother, then on me, 


and then, taking her by the hand, he 
kiſſed it. Mother, ſaid he, I ü re- 


member how merry you uſed to be on 
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this day. You ſung like the ee and 
was up as early too. aoLavkh 

© I ſhall never ſing ** „ Gi — ö 
Heaven's will be done!“ She then 
turned her head upon her mers * 
we were all ſilent. 

Me were rouſed by the pipe . tas 
bor, which were carried before the, danc- 
ing villagers. God bleſs them!” ſaid 
my wife; I do not envy. their happi- 
neſs. This is a world of afflittion.!— 
She ſighed deeply, your Honour, as 
though the ſoul was en from the 
body. . 

<«« Soon after, ſhe fell into a poli 
fleep, and did not wake for, three hours. 
When ſhe thought herſelf refreſhed, and 
better, ſhe complained of hunger, and 
fancied that a new-laid 8 would nou- 
riſh her. 

* You ſhall os one, if 1 die for it, 
ſaid her ſon; and without even waiting 
for her anſwer, he ran to the village. 
All the ſhops were ſhut, on account ot 
the holiday. On entering the kitchen 
of the White Lion, the landlord in- 

| C 6 quired 


= - ANGELINA. 5 
quired” after my wife, and gave him 
the eggs, wt hearty withes ow her 
recovery: b 
_—I * mother ſick, my lad ” ſaid a 
ſtranger, who ſat ſmoaking his pipe 
near the window. Here, continued 
he, take her a pint of wine; it will 
do her good. 
„My boy took the ſhilling from the 
ſtranger's hand, and having purchaſed 
the wine, was joyfully preparing to re- 
The landlord will ſend thy liquor, 
my lad,“ faid the ſtranger, © but thou 
muſt ſerve the king.“ The men-trap- 
pers ruſhed in, and they forced him 
away, your Honour, in ſpite of all his 
entreaties to take a laſt farewell of his 
dying mother. | 
« One of Mr. Lloyd's ſons came to 
tell me the ſad news. He opened the 
dor, and beckoned me to come out.— 
My mind miſgave me. | 
Make haſte with ly tory,” faid T; 
for, to peak omar £ my heart had 
"ing caught 
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caught the contagious ſorrow, and was 
beginning to diſcover its weakneſs. 
„Well, your Honour, then came Mr. 
Lloyd, and he broke the ſad ſtory to = 
Poor wife.“ | 

„And what Wo woch ?“ ſaid l with 
earneſt impatience : ** ] hope ſhe 2 not 
ſuffer much.“ 

« Not much, your tone for that 
night ſhe expired in my arms, calling 
on her poor ſon, and praying for -his 
ſafety. On the next Sunday, I fol- 
lowed her to yonder church-yard, 'where 
I hope, when it thall pleaſe God, to 
reſt for ever !” 

„Inſatiable Anbition * aid I: © theſe 
are thy ravages ! thus to augment the 
power of a few individuals, thouſands 
and tens of thouſands 7 unre- 
garded. | 

I will call in upon you again when! 
have taken ſome refreſhment,” ſaid I.— 
He opened the gate, bowed filently, and 
I returned to the White Lion. p 

Poor old man! thought I to myſelf; 
it was bard to take from thee thy only 


— * 
we 
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comfort; to deprive thee of a tranſient 


day of conſolation; to plant thorns in 

the pathway which in a few paces will 
terminate by thy grave! Fate, untoward 

Fate! amongſt the helpleſs millions who 
are deſtined to fall, that the more power- 
ful may riſe, could'ſt thou not have found 
a ſubſtitute for this ozly ſon—this prop of 


| declining, age? The ſoldier, who breathes 


his laſt groan on the field of honour has 
his country's cauſe at heart, and is re- 
leaſed from worldly miſery ; he ſees not 
approaching death, he only thinks of 
victory; but thoſe that . thoſe are 


: - he objects of our pity: what recompenſe 
have they? what balm to ſoothe the an- 


guiſh of regret? None! The name 


- they love, the hero of their little circle is 


only noticed in the liſt of political ſlaugh- 
ters, and is then conſigned to oblivion; 
4 What would your Honour drink?“ 


rouſed me from my revene. 


« What does your cellar al land. 


lord?” anſwered I, for the firſt time 


raiſing my eyes, to obſerve my attendant, 


whoſe figure was ſo metamorphoſed that 


he 
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he exhibited no traces of his former ſelf: 
his night-cap was ſucceeded by a well- 
powdered wig; his - ſtriped jacket and 
blue apron gave place to a gloſſy, light- 
coloured coat, with a waiftcoat of a moſt 
ſtriking pattern, ſomewhat ſimilar to that 
which in my boyiſh days, as well as I 
can remember, adorned the hangings of 
my grandmother's bed-chamber. : 
He ſeemed flattered by my notice, and 
his eyes were involuntarily directed to- 
. wards a looking-glaſs that hung oppoſite 
to where he ſtood. This is a village 
coxcomb, thought I: and why not? we 
have all our weak fides and our ſtrong 
fides, our little vanities and our great de- 
formities. This man may he, and I dare - 
ſwear is, an honeft ſoul : he is more vain 
of his perſon than of his heart; now, 
perhaps, I, who pretend to be a man of 
the world, have leſs vanity about perſo- 
nal qualifications, where I am his equal; 
and more about mental perfections, where 
moſt likely I am his inferior. 
There is ſomething firangely miſchiey- 
ous in the human race: we are perpetu- 
. ally 
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ally delighted in drawing forth the failings 
of our fellow-creatures. I confeſs I felt 
an irreſiſtible propenſity to aſcertain this 
opinion, in the perſon of my village land- 
lord, and \inftantly began my courſe of 
experiments. 
His groteſque figure, 4 engroſſed 
all his attention, was the firſt object of 
conſideration. Flattery is pleaſing, in 
proportion as it is judiciouſly applied: if 
too refined, it is not always underſtood; 
if too groſs, it has the appearance of ri- 
dicule. Though ſome there are who will 
greedily ſwallow it, however it is ſweet- 
ened with the honey of eloquence, . or 
rendered picquant by the tartneſs of ſa- 
. ring 
«You ſeem prepared for a county 
ed or ſome other public dinner, 
ſaid I; perhaps a feaſt of the enn, 
or -vartqke commiſſioners, or ———"” 
He ſmiled, and pulled down his gaudy 
 waiſtcoat with an air of conceit exqui- 
fitely comical. *<* Neither one or the 
other, your Honour,” ſaid he; putting 
=» leg torward with the grace of a dan- 
cer, 
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cer, conſcious that my queſtion proceeded 
from the alteration. in his appearance. 
« We have little time for feaſting, the 
county is all up in arms, as one may 
ſay, your Honour.” Here he pauſed, 
to give me an opportunity of commend- 
ing his wit. This I ſet down as the ſe- 
_ cond item on the ſcore of ſelt-love. 

In arms! on what occaſion?” ſaid I. 

can't fee any occaſion, your Ho- 
nour, while his Majeſty's ſubjects are 
loyal, and our enemies kept on the 
other fide of the water. Odds my 
life! I could beat ten Frenchmen my- 
ſelf, at any time.” Here my hoſt mo- 
deſtly hinted that he was a 1 wight of moſt 
valorous diſpoſition. 

« They have fought well, landlord,” 
ſaid J. 

* No merit in that, your Honour: 
there every man fights for himſelf; but 
we fight for our betters ; and ſurely tis 
more meritorious to labour for the good 
of others than to look for ſelf-intereſted 
gratification,” 
A phi- 


——— — — — — 


0 „ — 
L EG gy? ee 
* 
- 


as | ANGELINA. 

A philanthropiſt ! what virtue wilt 
thou next arrogate to thyſelf? thought I. | 

* But, as | informed your Honour, we 
are all armed, every man of us; and a 
ſmart figure we cut, I aſſure your Ho- 
nour, when we are all together: we 
have learnt many little genteel mines 
overs, and we have a drum and a fife, 
and once a week are as merry- as may 
be: though tts hard work, your Ho- 
nour, to mind buſineſs and glory at 
the ſame time. But we have got 


1 11 


ountains are rare fortreſſes! The 
enemy will have bad ſport, if mer at- 


ty tempt to invade us ancient Britons.” 


Vanity again! „But they anions 


mounted wonderful obſtacles, landlord,” 


faid 1; © they have diſplayed much va- 
lour, and more enterpriſe!“ 
“ Yes,” continued my hoſt, but we 
are not to be eafily driven from our 
poſt. Time out of mind, the Welch 
have been a valiant people; and Hea- 
ven has been pleaſed to place us in a 
bulwark 1 truſt impregnable.” 
| | -- * A aw 
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A Briton's heart is the moſt invul- 
nerable bulwark,” faid I; „ and the 
ſpring of philanthropy flowing through 
its veins will not fail to temporiſe its 
natural powers of reſiſtance, when- 
ever the claims of human miſery aſſail 
it. 
« Ah! that's fine, that's noble, that's 
grand !” exclaimed my hoſt; but 
your Honour is a man of learning, no 
doubt. We have a ſmattering of ſome- 
thing of the kind too; even from the 
time of the Druids, we have been 
looked upon as a learned race.” r 
« Learning has little to do with va- 
lour,” anſwered I ; - we have ſeen 
generals who cannot write; indeed, I 


much doubt if they can read either, or 


they would have bluſhed at the non- 
ſenſe which bore their ſignature. Be- 
lieve me, my honeſt friend, a man, 
now-a-days, , may be a perfect Hanni- 


bal, without ever III the os of 


literature,” | 
I'm of your opinion, your ne! 


anſwered my hoſt; « Engliſhmen have 
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no buſineſs in foreign countries ; they | 
ſhould look at home; they will have | 
enough to do, I warrant you: they | 
will only learn French ' faſhions by tra- 
velling; and outlandiſh doors won't | 
be able to mend a Britiſh conſtitution, | 
with all their noſtrums, try what they 
will, your Honour. For my part, [I 
can't abide em, fince they cut off the 
1 heads of their king and queen; had it 
1/8 been any body elſe, I ſhould not have 
I thought much about it.” 
i | As individuals, I lament their: fate, 
1 landlord; yet they were but mortals, 
and one life is as dear to the poſſeſſor 
as another. The king was a good 
man, I believe; and I am ſorry for his 
i ſufferings: but tis the profligacy of the 
Will! great that un, the minds of the lit- 
as” 2 
lt „That's ſure enough, your Honour,“ 
1 anſwered my hoſt; and ſo I tell 
my wife, when ſhe goes flaunting to 
church, dreſt up like a puppet-ſhew; \ 
while the parſon's daughters are as nice 
us 3 and as clean as a penny 
C To 
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To be ſure, they learnt a good deal of 
a Londoner, that uſed to lodge at the 
parſonage; a poor lady that was a lit- 
tle beſide herſelf, as a body may ſay.“ 
„Did you know her name?” faid I, 
eagerly. _ 

& Yes, your ee her name was 
Arundal: ſhe had all the ways of a2 
perſon of quality, I aſſure your Ho- 
nour; ſhe was modeſt, genteel, and as 
civil ſpoken to poor folks as though ſhe 

had been one herſelf: then ſhe was ſo 

charitable ! why: ſhe: uſed to go poking 

into all the little cottages, to ſee the 

ſick, and ſhe would cry like a baby, 
| when ſhe heard their complaints. Oh! 
yes, ſhe was quite a lady of quality, 
every inch of her.“ 

could not help ſmiling at the Seng 
city. of the honeſt fellow, Ah! thought 
„I, my loquacious friend, how little doſt 
thou know the nature of what thou call- 
eſt © a lady of quality!” 
| „ You have ſome fine antiquities in 
Wales,“ anſwered J. 


Now, 


- 
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Now, if there is truth in what Locke 
affirms, that all our ideas are linked in 
one chain of connection, how eaſily did 
my thoughts jump from virtue in nobility 
to the grandeur of ancient times; when 
hoſpitality ſanctified what chance had 


beſtowed, and thoſe who were called the 


great, by actions eſtabliſhed their right to 
the title. 

e Tes, your Honour,” aid the land- 
lord, there is here in the neighbour- 
hood an old caſtle, which they ſay be- 
longed to Lewellin, in the reign of 
Edward the Firſt. Lord help us !— 
they do tell ſtrange ſtories about it.— 
"Tis a noble ruin; that is to ſay, part 
of it, for one. end of the caſtle is fitted 
up by the poor mad lady I was ſpeak- 
ing of: nobody in their ſenſes would 


live in it, for it is troubled with evil 


rag 
„„ A mad lady!” anſwered I: «© what 
5 occaſioned her derangement ?”? 
„Heaven knows!” replied my hoſt; 
but ſhe has lived there going on ſeven 
7 years : 
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years: ſhe has only one ſervant, an old | 
body belonging to our village.” {1.1 1 

« Can ſee her?” ſaid I. | 

« She ſeldom ventures out, your Ho- 
nour, and then the only wanders by _— 
moon-light, near her own ſolitary ha- 
bitation. They call her the lady of the 
a She now _ by no other 
name.” 
« Iwill tay,” ſaid I, to night, and 
endeavour to ſee her; ſhe awakens my 


curiofity. Are you certain that her name 3 
is Arundal?“ i 

„Quite certain, your Honour; I know . 
her as well as can be: ſhe is very quiet | 
and ſenfible ſpoken, when ſhe 1s not in 1 
one of her comical humours.” i 

Gracious God! thought I, ſuch is the vx 
prejudice of education, that this fellow | EC 


denominates the greateſt of hum cala 
mities comical } My heart ſhudders even ] 
to think of that which to him is the ſub- _—_ 


« Well,” ſaid I, you muſt tell me 
the road, and I will walk towards the _ 


haunted 
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haunted caſtle; I feel extremely inte. 
reſted in this lady s fortunes. 
Fortune! Lord bleſs your Honour, 
replied my landlord, ** ſhe has no for- 
tune: why ſhe has loſt her wits; and 
'- who would entruſt any thing to the 
care of a mad body? But if you've 2 
a mind for a bit of a frolic, I can ac- iſ 
commodate you with a bed, and to- s 
night tis N * you. may ſce the | 
poor ſoul.“ 
My W being finished, I could not 
reſiſt the impulſe I felt to make à ſe- 
cond viſit to the old gateman. I roſe 
from my chair, ſtill ruminating on what I 
bad juſt heard; but was interrupted by 
4 What would your Honour be pleaſed to 
order for ſupper?” and again the bill 
of fare re was humbly preſented. | 
* y thing, landlord,” faid 11 | 
am — great ſupper eater.” This in- 
telligence caſt a momentary cloud over 
the features of the intelligent Boniface. 
felt no pleaſure in his mortification, and 
therefore ordered a couple of pigeons, | 
1 and 
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and ſuch cold meat as the larder afforded. 


« Mind,” faid I, that my bed is welt 


aired.” 

« It was ſlept in laſt night, your Ho- 
nour; our juſtice of the peace, who 
lives abort three miles off, generally 
ſleeps here after a club dinner, which 
happens once a month. Poor gentle- 
man! he's as good: a man as ever 
broke bread : but, what with eating, 
and what with drinking, he is always 
put to bed by ſun-ſet. He's a very 
model for our country ſquires. He 
rides hard, works hard, drinks hard ; 
and, when it is neceflary, is a little 
hard of hearing. "Dwas but at the laſt 
meeting he put an exciſeman 'in the 
— for getting drunk, and ſwearing. 

* Damn the fellow,” ſays his worſhip, 
can't he keep his tongue from bad 
words ? Why the blockhead waſtes all 
his time in ſwearing and ſwilling !— 
Drinking- is the worſt of all crimes: a 
man that drinks his ſenſes away is no 
longer reaſonable.” 

Vor. I. D 34's Sos 
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I perceived no probability of an end to 
this wiſe harangue, and therefore,. with- 
out ceremony, left my Roi in the middle 
offchis terry. 0 
found my mobs a Gil at [his | 
poſt. He was ſmoaking his pipe, his mug | 
of ale was placed on a bench beſide: him. 
The. evening was pleaſant, the proſpect 
from the turnpike beautiful and ſublime! 
The valley preſented a long track of ver- 
dant meadow land, which was bounded 
on each ſide by ſtupendous mountains, 
their ſummits hidden with clouds, through 
which the rays of the declining ſun pene- 
trated, in columns of brilliant light, 
8 which, as they deſcended towards the baſe 
of the mountains, gave the green turf the 
brightneſs of the emerald. The ſlope, 
which was ſkirted by a winding narrow 
wood, was ſprinkled cver with ſheep and 
goats, and here and there a ſhepherd boy 
ſat on the declivity, finging or whiſtlin E- 
as his fancy or occupation permitted. 
„„ This, ſaid I, is a delightful moot! 
Were 1, Jond! wa the n I think I 
584 Slids | ow. o03 550 dien, 
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ſhould not envy any man ne 2 whoſe 


eſtate is this?? 
(4%; David Aenne 8, Anſwerel the 
old man. His Honour has three thou- 
ſand a year, fee ſimple, within a ren.“ 
« With three thouſand a year, much 
good may be done,” ſaid I. — 
The old man ſhook his head. Hofpi. 
tality is out of faſhion, your Honour,“ 
anſwered he, Sir David ſeldom viſits 
his tenants; he only comes amongſt us 
at Chriſtmas, for a fortnight; and then, 
to be ſure, he does cloath ten poor old 


women; he beſtows his bounty here in 


the village, and tis wonderful to ſee what 


crowds throng from all _ of the coun · 


try to witneſs the ceremony. 
< Is charity ſo rare mami you ſaid 


I, “that one __ action excites fo much 


curioſity n 4 Ft 


Ihe old man Pa: as * ales my 
embers out of his pipe, and we fat down 


on his door bench together. The ſun was 
juſt ſinking beneath the horizon: the grey 


and crimſon clouds, bordered with glitter- 


ing gold, adorned the weſt, while the 


Its. tinkling 
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tinkling ſheepfold bell faintly eckoed from 
the adjacent mountain. The dark woods 
now aſſumed a deeper hue, by being con- 
traſted with the reflection of the gaudy 
_ tky, in a ſmooth ſheet of water at a ſmall 
diſtance. I contemplated the ſurrounding 
ſcene with penſive admiration, © But I 
could trace nothing like a ruin; every 
thing was perfect! Beautiful, tranſcendent 
nature: ſhone in all its proud perfection 
« Happy is the philoſopher,“ ſaid T, 
« who can enjoy the feaſt of mental lux- 
ury.— Mental! that word reminds me of 
the poor maniac, the ſolitary tenant of 
theſe mountains. Do IM knoxw uch A 
one?” ---* 
J have es ſeen her, Sir; ſhe lives 
in the ancient caſtle juſt between yonde 
Hills. If you will ſtand upon this bench, 
you will ſee the top of a black ee 1 tis 
tere ſhe dwells . 
I obeyed his direction and v dit. 
covered à dark grey tower, riſing above a 
thick: wood, which ſeparated: two moun- 
tains; the battlement appeared to be partly 
ebvered * _ ſan's laſt beam 
er 8 | ſhone 
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ſhane upon the ſpot, and ſeemed to point 
out the abode of the forlorn recluſe. 
I muſt ſeal my packet, you ſhall hear 


ſrom me again to-morrow'; and, as I tra- 


vel to read mankind, and to make obſer- 
vations, you may ee 1 continuation of 
events trom, | 
bf Dear Arend 
* _ Your's faithfully,” 

| GrorGE ee 
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; Crutched Friars. 


MI 6 friend; wit _—_ and done? Your 

letter has | bewildered my mind in 
ſuch a maze of perplexing ideas, that I 
ſcarcely know what to think, or how to 
anſwer you. Be aſſured, I will not con- 
determination is ſuch as no mortal power 
can over · rule; your impreſſive manner of 
n would, alone, ſerve as the baſis 
„ of 
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of ſach a reſolution. What my ſentiments 
are, you ſhall ſee exemplified by ny future 
condutt.. 
My kites aunt, » Lady Watkins, is 
flightly indiſpoſed, therefore, as my father 
has ſome particular buſineſs to adjuft with 
his lawyer, he has kindly deferred our 
journey into Oxfordſhire ſor a few days. 
Sir Edward is eager for the celebration of 
my marriage ; indeed, if I have any pene- 
tration, much more ſo than Lord Acreland 
himſelf. He is too refined, and too well 
bred, to care much about any thing; in 
that reſpect, as far as concerns this deteſt- 
ed union, we are of 9 perſcctl 


ſimilar. 
My father thinks of nothing un what 


b he calls, my elevation; he talks of ho- 
thing, but of quartering his arms with a 
peer of the realm! Alas ! my happineſs 
ſeems to have no place in the extenſive 
plans of his ambition. Oh! my friend, 
my counſellor, Iwill, not add to the de- 
graded phalanx of mercenary victims; 1 
will not. bear the name of: him, whoſe co- 
| Aer ts (5 fFeRet 
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ronet would be ſullied parent ar repontant 
team e 1550! r bor ois 

We are all zealous in obtaining a pre- 
text to avoid that which our hearts con- 


temn, and the trembling timidity of youth 


is eaſily ſubdued, by the ſanction of thoſe 
whom we eſteem. You authoriſe me to 
reject Lord Acreland, and J embrace your 
counſel with delight. The diſparity of 
our years is not more marked, than the 
diſſimilarity of our ſouls: ſuch an alliance 
could produce nothing but miſery. Pedi- 


gree, titles, and wealth, are, in Sir Ed- 


ward's opinion, treaſures of ſuch ineſtima- 


ble value, that the humbler order of be- 


ings cannot fail to view them with envy 


and admiration. Deſtructive doctrines ! 


I know not which they merit moſt, from 
liberal and enli ghtencd: emen 


or pity! 


— diftinftions are more fe 


quently the gifts of accident; than the re: 


wards of virtue; while chance has the 


power of beſtow ing external greatneſs on 


beings debaſed by all the littlenefs of ig- 
norance, arrogance, and folly, can it be a 
8 | Ws matter 
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matter of ſurpriſe, that individuals ſocdiſ- 


tinguiſhed look with contempt on the 
graces of intellectual worth, and diſdain 
the labour of cultivating even thoſe ta- 
lents which nature e Seeber 


3 r be ee 3 ungut to 


affirm that every man of high rank is an 
dot, as to ſay that every child of poverty 
is a knave: yet, the former is more culpa · 
ble in neglecting to improve his talents, 
than the latter in deviating from the laws 
of honeſty: becauſe the one triumphs 
over mankind with impunity, while the 
other is puniſhed by thoſe laws, which he 
has had the temerity to violate; I really 
do not know which I had rather encoun- 
ter, the cunning of a en, or the ar- 
rogance of a fool. Et I 

J am r to pi fon rom you; tell 
me, Louiſa, if any thing like humanity 


Nill, characteriſes your nature, tell me, 


why you are ſo ſtrongly intereſted in my 
deciſion, reſpecting Lord Acreland? Qt 

Ohl! bow my heart pants for the ſoli- 
ade of Clarendon Abbey, the hanging 
s CJ woods, 
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woods, the grotto, the hermitage ! All 
my favourite retreats will combine to af-- 

ford conſolation at this-painful juncture.” 
My uneaſineſs on account of your health 
is extreme; make every effort, I conjure 
vou, for its reſtoration: remember, my 
amiable friend, this buſy world is not over- 
charged with virtue: and do not faffer 
neglect to rob it of one "of its 3 

ornaments 

Why by you not" "_ Cite roffefts 
ing Lord Acreland 7? Why will you not 
give me a fair, handfome, and 'nnequivocat 
plea, fora decided refuſal? I know, that 
| I:ſhalb be thought capricious; that I ſhall 
incur the diſpleaſure of my father ; that I 
fhall be deſtitute, and expoſed to a thou- 
ſand mortifying reproaches; yet, Heavem 
will grant me that patience, and inſpire 
me with that fortitade, which would for- 
ſake me amidſt the ene of an 
intereſted marriage. I look upon the wo- 
man who ſacrifices ber delibusy- by barter- 
ing her favours for the gratification of 

her avarice, as a baſe and deteſtable being; 
Talk: ene I reflect on the ſolemn ont 
D 5. * 
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pledged at the altar of the Divinity, to 
love a being whom the ſoul abhors, I 
ſhrink from a woman capable of ſuch per- 


Juryand conſider use the * m_ 


donable criminal! 


FJaoet, how often aaa we: behold' ö the cid 


accompliſhed females ſell themſelves, for 
J can allow the ſacrifice no gentler term, 
to age, profligacy, and caprice]! The moſt 
wretched, the moſt fallen of our ſex, can- 
not debaſe themſelves more decidedly. 
One of our moſt celebrated dramatie wri- 
ters ſays, There may be a legal Proſti 
«tute, as well as a licentious one.“ * 1 
never will become a voluntary victim; 
and, thank heaven, the laws of my coun- 

— me n the — . 


— 


My father has the free Ailpolal * my 
Wine : but my mind is ſtill unſhackled 
1 may be driven from his houſe; —ſtung 
by his reproaches, condemned by the 
world ; but will there not be virtue in re- 
ſiſtance? If I conſented to marry Lord 
Acreland, I ſhould deteſt him; I ſhould 
confider him in no other light, than that 
* Cumberland, of 


2 S. X 8 02 


)f 


gaze, as the flave does from his tyrant; I 
hould be the purcbaſed object of his, 


fancy, the legal miſtreſs of his caprice; 


the diſgrace of my family, — and perhaps, 
at laſt, the victim of ſome. ene ledu- 
cer ! | 111451 61 

How many- inſtances have we Fon 
where the pureſt, ſentiments have been 
contaminated, and the moſt correct mo- 


rals polluted, by fordid and unpitying 


parents! 

Reſt aſſured, _Loviſh; that no allot 
ment, no threat, no perſuaſion, ſhall ever 
induce me to be the wiſe of Lord Acre- 
land. As ſoon as the writings are com- 


pleted, which are intended to transfer me 


like a piece of rich merchandiſe, we ſhalt 
proceed to Clarendon Abbey: my aunt 
Juliana, Lady Watkins, and Sir Philip, 
will be of our party. They are all fond 
of me, and are conſequently averſe to a 
marriage, for, which they know my father's 
motives, yet all their united eloquence 
would not influence his ↄpinion ; ambi- 
tion is a mania for which there is no anti- 

| 3 1 dote; 
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of my deſtroyer; I ſhould ſhrink from his 
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dote; all the graces of nature; all that 
reſines humanity; ſade before its tri- 
umphs! While the blood of devoted mil- 
lions only ſerves' to bathe the altar, at 
Which hope, tenderneſs, and pity, are ſa- 
crificed, to gratify the thirft * the nfa- 
tiate Aran ! - CES 
1177 Ae Loui. 1 
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Cnantss BELMONT | to the Reveraid Mr, 
| Joxks. 1 


3 


London. 


HE inhabitant. of a new world, vith 

a mind ſcarcely. reconciled to the 
n it has experienced, I ſteal from a 
ſurrounding chaos, and joyfully dedicate 
an hour to the friend of my heart; the 
tutor of my earlieſt days 

What a ſcene do I now behold! „Ewe 
ſhall I deſcribe it? How ſhall I delineate 
nee features, where the whole ; is in- 
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comprehenſible and aſtoniſhing? This 
buſy part of the creation is a mingling 
maſs of profuſion and avarice; the former 
eager to throw away what the latter inceſ- 
fantly toils to acquire, I obſerve in the 
general outline of this new ſociety more - 
cunning than iberality ; more vanity than 
virtue; more. plauſibility than trutlr 
warm profeſſions from cold hearts; and 
minds, warped by ſordid ſelf-intereſt, ex- 
ulting over modeſt merit; and ignorance, 
«« qdreſt in a little brief authority,” throw- 
ing the veil of envy over the pale viſage 
of deſponding genius! Such is the picture 
of thoſe with whom I am deſtined, either 
to purſue the path to affluence and ho- 
nour, or to lament for ever my ſeparation- 
from you and from tranquillity. | 
I will not fay I envy you, becauſe envy 
cannot hold a place in my heart; but cer- 
tain it is, that I ſhall often look back with 
a mixture of pain and ſatisfaction, on the 
days I paſfed amidſt your mountains. I 
ſhall retrace the changes of every ſeaſon, 
the occupation of every hour. The bleak 
winter morning when the ſports of the 
| 3 | - field 
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field led us forth to exerciſe and health; 
the pleaſures and diſappointments that 
awaited our purſuits; our return at the 
cloſe of the evening; our guiltleſs merri- 
ment over our well- earned repaſt. Then 
the opening ſpring, the progreſs of return- 
ing ſummer, the breezy hill, the expand- 
ing foliage, the fields where promiſed 
plenty eheered the hearts of the peaſantry; 
the glowing dawn, when we bruſhed the 
dew from the long ſpangled graſs - or 
liſtening to the lark, angled befide ſome 
rapid ſtream; fo occupied, how often did 
we pity the giddy, and contemn the wiſe, 
who, loſt in the mingling mazes of ſociety; 
and bewildered by the duplicity of the 
world, could hope for mental delight in 
the paths of - buſineſs, or conſcious. repoſe 
on the eouch of | diſſipation. Oh! my 
friend, I then | talked of what I now feel! 
I ſhall often dream of my accuſtomed 
ſeat at the foot of the mountain. —That 
ſhade, in my days of childhood, I planted 
with poplars, and carpetted with turf. I 
mall, in fancy; muſe beſide the lake, and 
mark the light breeze quivering acroſs its 
| ſurface, 
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ſurface, while the reflection of the hang- 
ing woods caſts a deep gloom along the 
margin of the oppoſite ſhore. But how 
ſhall I lament the ſeparation from my daily 
haunt, the (cottage of poor Morgan; my 
earlieſt friend. Enough of this; I was 
not born for a life of indolence: I am 
deſtined to toil with millions of my fellow 
creatures, through ſcenes more buſy, but 


far leſs pleaſing, than thoſe which, per- 


haps, I have relinquiſhed for ever. 
The generous protection, the unceaſing 
regard J have experienced from Sir Philip 


Watkins, made me readily acquieſce in 


any propoſal he thought fit to make, that 


was conſiſtent with my own honour. 1 


have ever been a dependant on his bounty; 
therefore, by every ſentiment of gratitude, 
Jam bound to obey him: as an orphan, 
he adopted me, —as a ſon, I am united to 
him by love, duty, and reſpect. 

The plan of life which this worthy pa- 
tron has chofen for me, is not, in every 
reſpect, congenial to my wiſhes; I ſhud- 


der at the idea of purſuits, Which are to 


be guided — by ſelt· intereſt. I ſhould 
have 
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have preferred the ſervice of my country ; 
the field of conqueſt, or the grave of ho- 
nour! The active faculties of my mind 
are ill ſuited to the ſober, unintereſting 
ſcenes of traffic; but, Sir Philip urges the 
 facrifice, and 1 am determined to comply 
with his injunctions. 
I am now the domeſticated friend of Sir 
Edward's family; he has given me the 
kindeſt reception; and I am deſtined to 
paſs the next four years of my exiſtence, 
under his patronage and in the dns 
of commercial knowledge. oh; 1.4 | 
1 did not exactly comprehend Sir Phi 
Tip's motive for deſiring my immediate at- 
tendance in London; or, probably I might 
have remonſtrated on the ſubject, and 
have | choſen ! a line Of Ii fe, more active, 
and more congenial to my ſentiments. 
Fame has warmed my heart even from the 
hours of childhood. I have heard the 
name of monarch without emotion; but 
the hero's feats, - the ſoldier's laurel, or 
the triumphs of victory, never failed to 
make my breaſt n with: ene, 15 
99115 DDA ttt S GS 2; 0 ye 


think only of myſelf; I muſt gaze in that 


mirror which will prefent a falſe reflec- 
tion ;—which' will ſhew me the man of 


wealth, decked in the robe of reſpectabi- 
lity, while a ſhield of gold covers an en 
formed of impenetrable ſtone! TE 
To you Tam indebted for my educa- 
tion; you have enlightened my mind, 
you have taught me to conſider unſullied 
honour, ' as the proudeſt diſtinction man 


can enjoy. I will do credit to your pre- 
cepts, and may I periſh when I ceaſe to 


follow. your example 57810 | 
Sir Edward Clarendon is e mw 


world calls an honeſt man, that is to ſay, 
he is indefatigable'in the accumulation of 


riches. He is alſo a man of conſequence, 
becauſe 
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O] ye ſtupendous mountains l ye lakes! 
ye vallies! ye ſtraw- rooſed cottages} ye 
habitations of unambitious virtue! I ſhall” 
behold ye no more: I am doomed to toil 
for gold, - accurſed gold! To pore over 
the dull page of ſordid calculation ;—like 
the lynx to watch; like the harpy to de- 
vour! J muſt taſte that opiate, which will 
teach me to forget all the human race, and 
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becauſe he is vne of the wealthieſt mer- 
chants in the city of London; ſtill there 
is a vulgar oſtentation about him, that, 
were he any other than my friend, and 
my dear Lady Watkins's brother, would, 
to me, be inſupportable. I have entered 
into no written engagement reſpecting 
my reſidence with him, and therefore hold 
myſelf free to terminate the connection, 
whenever it ceaſes to be e eee N to wr 
Party. 
I only en the world by THOR an 
they have hitherto given me no idea of 
what I now behold; we have two diftinct 
claſſes of people in this vaſt metropolis ; 
the courtly race are not more oppoſite to 
the citizens, in fituation, purſuits, and ap- 
pearance, than in ſentiments and man- 
ners : both parties have their attractions 
and their failings. The profligate young 
nobleman doats on oſtentation, loves to 
be thought more diſſipated than he really 
is; affects ſingularity in dreſs and in 
converſation; he neither walks, talks, or 
laughs, like a ſober cit; his enjoyments 


are ine his purſuits unintereſting; his 
1 appear- 


Tr 


t. 


ANGELINA-. 67 
appearance fantaſtic, and his friendſhip 
uncertain; while all his attachments pro- 
ceed either from faſhion or ſelf. love. He 
begins his career as a bark puts to ſea, 
with propitious gales. He glides ſmoothly 
on, gaudy, and freighted with a profuſion 
of treaſure. The ſtorms of life ſhortly 
aſſaill him, he is borne at the will of 
every blaſt ; now lifted to the ſkies, now 


ſinking in the gulph of miſery ; till, like 


a ſhaftered wreck, he recedes from light, 
and leaves nothing but an empty title for 
his ſucceſſor. 

The plodding citizen is educated in the 


labodigttsi arts of traſſic; he paſſes the day 


in the purſuits of riches ; he dreams of 
profit and of loſs. If fortune ſmiles upon 
his toil, his next hope is the aggrandize- 
ment of his name, by an alliance with 
ſome illuſtrious family. He then fancies 
himſelf ennobled ; and in every ſociety ar- 
rogates to himſelf ſomething of ſuperior 
diſtinction: talks of his daughter's con- 


ſequence, or his ſon's nobility; lives in a 


ſort of ſecond rate magnificence, and, at 
his death, leaves a ſum of money to erect 
„ a mo- 
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* monument, on which his name, his cha- 
rities, if ever he beſtowed any, and his 
relationſhip to my Lord Duke or her 
Grace, are blazoned by the hand of biſ- 
tory ; while ſhe weeps to ſce the attri- 
bates of Fame pilſered to adorn the relics 
of departed dullneſs. . 
Let me not draw this portrait for the 
whole race ; there are ſome, who fupport, 
by integrity and beneyolence, the name of 
a Britiſh merchant ! Who ornament the 
1phere in which they move; while, by the 
rectitude and honour of their lives, they 
place the empty claims of hereditary titles, 
far, very far in the ſhade of oblivion! _ 
The amiable Miſs Clarendon is the 
deſtined wife of Lord Acreland ; an union 
fo ſtrangely unequal, marked by ſuch a 
vaſt diſparity of age, and ſuch a ſtill more 
firiking contraſt of character, cannot fail 
to awaken aſtoniſhment! She 1s lovely 
and accompliſhed ; I hope, heaven knows 
the fincerity of my ſoul, I hope ſhe will 
be happy. 
She is all gentleneſs and complaceney.; is 
der mind is richly ſtored with knowledge, 
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and ſhe is the only unaffected woman of 
talents J have met with ſince my reſidence 
in London. Her taſte for muſic is ex- 
quiſite; and ſhe has, more than once, re- 


1 queſted me to accompany her on the piano 


forte! My voice appears worſe than uſual, 
ſince I have: attempted to mingle its tones 
with thoſe of Mrs Clarendon ; there. is 
ſomething peculiarly ſoothing in her har 
mony, ſomething that perpetually conveys 
the idea of celeſtial ſounds !—But every 
thing ſhe does is perfect; —and if there. is 
a, being, upon earth whoſe lot is to be 


cnvied, that being is, unqueſtionably, Lord 


Acreland. 
Fape wel, my friend, my monitor; when 
you think of me, let it be with eſteem, and 


when act unworthily, baniſh from your 


e for ever, 


CuuäkLxs BzLMoNT. 
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LETTER Ii. 


np JoLraxa PENGWYNN 70 Ar. 
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; Wimpole Street. 


How ſhall I find words, my dear Ma- 
dam, to expreſs my mortifications and 
diſappointments! After having dedicated 
all the ſpring of my days to the education 
of my niece Sophia, I am at laſt treated 
by Sir Edward as though I had been. his 
dependant, kindly appointed by him as 
the travelling Duenna of his amiable 
daughter: but J am diſguſted with his 
overbearing pompoſity, and had [ not 
promiſed to viſit the abbey at the ap- 
proaching nuptials, I really believe 1 
ſhould wholly relinquiſh his ſociety. A 
woman of my family and experience is 
not to be led like an infant; Sir Edward 
owes all his conſequence to the Pen- 
gwynns, and „ are of too ancient a 
lineage 
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© lincage to crouch before VG of any 
deſcription whatever. 

Miſs Clarendon, thank Heaven, is 
well educated; ſhe has travelled, ſhe has 
read : ſhe knows the world, and her ta- 
lents claim my eſteem; but the bluſtering, 
| rude, diſagreeable, money-breeding ſa- 

vage, her father, will drive every thing 
like taſte and literature from his dwell- 

ing: indeed I queſtion if the darkeſt ages 

| ever produced ſo uninformed and arrogant 
| a being. 

It grieves me to the ſoul, when reflect 

| on the injuſtice of fortune, in heaping 

treaſures on ſuch an uncultivated brute, 

when it is well known that ſome of the 

moſt illuſtrious characters, ancient and 

modern, have periſhed in want! Did 

not Homer recite his divine poetry in the 
public ſtreets for bread? Did not Plautus, 

the great comic poet, earn a livelihood 
by turning a mill- ſtone? Was not the 
learned Xilander obliged to ſell his notes 

| upon Dyonifius Caſſius for a meſs of pot- 
a tage? Then, is it not a ſcandal to hu- 
manity that ſuch an illiterate grub as Sir 
Edward 
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Edward ſhould feed on all the luxuries of 
life? I bluſh to obſerve that, by one 
dull, plodding courſe of traffic, he has 


amaſſed countleſs wealth, when Paul 


Borgheſe, the Italian poet, who knew [| 
fourteen different trades, could not even 
procure the means of ſubſiſtence: is it not 
dread{ul to behold an ill-mannered cub, [| 
revelling in the midſt of profuſion, when 
it is a known fact that the immortal Cer- 
vantes periſhed in extreme poverty? 
Who, without ſhame, can anticipate the] 
day when Sir Edward Clarendon's monu- 

mental honours will fill a niche in the 
temple of the All Good! though the 
_enlightened Cardinal Bentivoglio, the or- 


nament of Italy, and the Belles Lettres, 


did not leave a ſum ſufficient even to lay 
him in the earth! Thoſe are inſtances 
among the literdti of other countries: but 
we have had more ſtriking examples of 
ſuffering genius even in this land of re- 
puted hoſpitality ! Its annals will be 
darkened by the hand of pity, as ſhe 
tranſcribes the names of Dryden, Otway, 
Savage, Collins, Chatterton, and Lloyd! 

Nay, 
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Nay, did not the ſublime Milton ſell his 
Paradiſe Loſi for the paltry ſum of ten 


pounds? a ſum which Sir Edward Cla- 


rendon gives for a turtle, or a few pine- 


apples! Oh! my blood thrills through 


my veins, when I think of ſuch injuſ- 


tice ! 

Three days fince I condeſcended to call 
in Crutched Friars: I wanted to ſee my 
niece, and not her father; but, as my ili 
ſtars would have it, I was uſhered into 
the drawing-room, where I found Sir Ed- 
ward with his lawyer, reading over a ſkin 
of parchment—the bill of ſale of his de- 
voted daughter. I could not reſtrain my 
indignation, and therefore addreſſed him 
in the language of the immortal Shak- 
ſpeare : | N 


O the fierce wretchedneſs that glory brings us! 
* Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
* vince riches point to miſery and contempt ?” 


This was as unintelligible to bis ears as 
a Greek ode, or an eulogium on huma- 
nity; he only anſwered me by an imper- 
Vor. 1. - tinent 
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loudly vociferated, that 1 really thought 
1 ſhould never ERIN: recover my hear- 
ing. 

Poor 8 1 KA" grieve to ſee the 
dear child, after all the pains I have taken 


to faſhion her mind, given away in fo 


unfeeling a manner. My Lord Acreland 
is but an inſignificant perſonage; he has 
no more learning than a Hottentot : as 
for Sir Edward, he underſtands nothing 
but eating; and the only merit he has, is 
that of never venturing beyond the limits 
of his knowledge. 


5 Now, my gear Madam, the chief wo- 


tive of this letter is to influence your 
mitid in favour” of my opinion; to in- 
dnce you, for the ſake of humanity, to 
aifſuade my niece from this abominable 
marriage. There is a perſon in the world 
Who is dear to us all; he would be the 
propereſt huſband for Sophia; with him 
me would be happy: ſuch an union 
would gratify her uncle, Sir Philip Wat- 


Eins — would delight his amiable wife, 
. and 


tinent ſucer, and the word “ ſilence, fo 


and give infinite bene = dear Ma- 
ee * WH 
5 our moſt obedient 

; Humble Servant, 


4 JuxIANA PEN WIN N. 


LETTER VIII. 
SoPHIA CLARENDON % Mys. HoR rox. 
London. 
MY deſtiny is not to be averted ! Sir 
Edward is determined, I am a cow- 
ard, and the remainder of my days will 
be devoted to wretchedneſs! The cru- 
le elty of his deciſion will not afflict me 
dd long; the grave will afford me that re- 
ne poſe which a father's ambition would 
| wreſt from me for ever. 
* Veſterday, while I was ſelecting ſome 
. | muſic which I meant to take with me, my 
fs father entered my drefling-room. Every 
nd thing is ſettled,“ faid he, with an air of 
E 2 exul- 
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exultationz and you have nothing to 
do now but to prepare your wedding- 
finery, and accuſtom yourſelf to the 
new ne that will Oy adorn 
u. 0. Ic 1: | 
Tok Ado me, Sir!” . . cs Can 
the abſurd - trappings of faſhion lend my 
mind a fingle ray of luſtre? Do you 
think the title of my huſband can give 
me conſequence?” ONT, 
<< Unqueſtionably,” replied Sir Ed- 
ward; ** Miſs Clarendon is a very diffe- 
rent perſonage from what ſhe will be, 
when ſhe bears the, title of Counteſs, of 
Acreland! ? oo 
Fin what reſpect, Sir! * Wg iT, 
e Can the high- ſounding name you have 
contrived to purchaſe for me, render me 
more amiable in diſcerning eyes? Do 
you ſuppoſe the varniſh of nobility will 
hide the inſignificance of my origin ? 
Will your honour, or my happineſs, be 
enhanced by this ridiculous alliance ?” 
90 „Much, very much,” e my fa- 
therg ge a name 1s: end tins.” 
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c It will, indeed, Sir, be every thing 
in the preſent mſtance;” ſaid 1: © but 
is not peace of mi Oy nen 
ing?“ * 0 


make a woman happy?“ anſwered Sir 
Edward: “ a noble manſion, a long train 
of domeſtics, ſplendid carriages, magni- 
ficent jewels, precedence, illuſtrious con- 
nections, brilliant ſociety, an enormous 
marriage ſettlement, and a luxurious ta- 


ble? Will you not dance at St. James's, 


be invited to the firſt parties in the king- 
dom dreſs more magnificently—excite 
more envy, and be more exalted, than 
any of your city aſſociates? Then, when 


you come to Crutched Friars with a coro- 
net on your coach, will not the whole 


ſtreet be in an uproar? Why, girl, where 
is your father's greatneſs of ſoul??? 
“Where, indeed,” ſaid my aunt Juli- 


ana, who at tat moment entered the 
room. e | 7 


«« None of your fareaſtic impertinence, 


Miss Juley,” ſaid Sir Edward; « I am not 
to be taught by you.“ 


WWW 


« And wil you not poſſels all that can 
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« No, nor by any body elſe,” an- 
ſwered my aunt : you are—in ſhort, 1 ; 
know what you are. i 

« So do I, Miftreſs- Wiſdom,” faid Sir 
Edward; ] am the richeſt merchant that if 
ever wore a head.” | : 

< Ridiculous l“ anſwered my unt. g 
«© Wasn't there Cæcilius Iſidorus, who 
died worth three millions of —_— 

„What was he? a Jew broker?” r 
plied Sir Edward. „ 

“ No; he was a Roman citizen, an- 
ſwered my aunt; he poſſeſſed more 
wealth than all your fraternity: he leſt 
four thouſand one hundred and fixteen 
ſlaves behind him!” | 

] thought he got his money in the 
ſlave trade,” replied he png „by his 
_—_— ſo rich.“ Y 
. Poh! you are as Went as you 
are ſelfiſh, ſaid my aunt: your con- 
duct is a ſcandal to humanity; and | 
only lament that the Pengwynns ever 
condeſcended to mingle their blood with 
the low lineage of ſuch—but I won't 
_ myſelf by _ out of temper, 

Yet 


N of her family.“ 
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vet I wonder at you, Sir Edward, and [ 
grieve too, when I think ok: the ſacrifige 
you are about to make of this poor dear 
child. Never was there fo prepoſterous a 
union ſince the firſt marriage ceremony, 
in the reign of Cecrops.?! 

Damn Cecrops !” ſaid Sir Eiward. 
What do I care for Cecrops ? | You are 
always bothering your hearers with your 
learning, and ſuch nonſenſe, which no- 
body underſtands. What have I to do 
with Cecrops?—I never heard of ſuch a 


fellow.” 
How ſhould you J anſwered my 


aunt, with indignation. * Cecrops was 
King of Athens: nobody will do you 
the injuſtice to ſuppoſe that you have 


much knowledge of the ancients.” 


No, Miſs Juley, I leave the ancients 


to themſelves,” ſaid my father; “ and if 


they returned the compliment, I ſhould 
be lefs troubled with your company; and 
let me tell you, once for all, your advice 
is not wanted: Miſs Clarendon will not 
refuſe Lord Acreland, if ſhe * the 
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My regard for the dignity of my ſa- 
mily,“ anſwered; I, “ will ever be evinced 
in the tenor of my conduct: but, Sir, 
will you perſuade me that the daughter of 

Lady Clarendon, well educated, and ir- 

-reproachable, can be ennobled by the poſ- 

ſeſſion of a paltry title? Is Lord Acre- 

land, whoſe age might entitle him to the 
appellation of father, the huſband with 
whom I can hope for happineſs? Shall 

I not be conſidered by his relations as his 

inferior in birth? And will not my family 

connections be the ſubject of ridicule for 
his, becauſe they are leſs n eh 
not leſs virtuous??? 

Sir Edward pauſed. 

* No matter for that,“ W . 

« you can at any time tell them that the 
Clarendons, of Clarendon Abbey, poſ- 

ſeſs more wealth than all their * 

tion.“ | * If 

(46] 3 Sir ps Laid: Iv: % is my 

b to be a ſcene of ſuch reproaches? 

Aml to conciliate the regard of new re- 

latives, by comparing their honours with 
the treaſures of my family? You will be 

con- 
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convinced of my wretchedneſs when it is 
too late. Vou will repent your ſeverity 
when J am the victim.“ 

« So did the Athenians repent their 
perſecution of Socrates,” ſaid my aunt ; 
« but I fear Sir Edward will not ſhare the 
fate of Melitus!” | 

«© Zounds! what are you broke looſe 
again, old wiſeacre?” replied Sir Ed- 
ward, with a voice that made my good 
aunt tremble. 4 Will nothing ſtop that 
eternal torrent of n and non- 
ſenſe ?? | 

« You are an ill-mannered ſavage,” ſaid 
my aunt: „a little dirty droſs has turned 
your brain; and your ambition will ren- 
der you an object of contempt. Remem- 
ber the fate of Caſſius Spurius.“ 
I hate every thing ſpurious, an- 
ſwered Sir Edward; “ and I hate old 
maids—and I hate learning; and now 
you have heard my opinion, I adviſe you 
to — before I ſhew 1 the ſhorteſt 
ways? 10 01699 
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C..confider what vou are doing. My 
E 5 aunt 
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aunt is only zealous. for my happineſs : 


ſhe knows that I cannot love Lord Acre- 


land; and however I may be flattered, by 
being the object of his choice 

* Nay,” interrupted Sir Edward, for 
that part of the buſineſs, child, you are 


indebted to me: I firſt brought his Lord- 


ſhip to a declaration, by informing Lady 
Arranford what your fortune would be; 
and that I was determined. never to give 
you a-ſhilling, unleſs you married, a man 
of rank and title; my Lord took the | 
hint, and propoſed accordingly : fo that 
you ſee there was no great obligation to 
him on that ſcore.” “ 

Sbocked at this new proof of my 
wretched ſituation, and convinced that 
my fortune alone influenced. Lord Acre- 


land, my indignation almoſt overpowered 


my patience, and I could not forbear tell- 
ing Sir Edward that I never ſhould love 
a being whoſe mind was contaminated by 


ſuch illiberal motives. 


I can't help that,” ſaid my father; 
« you ſhould have thought of. that buſi- 
ness 
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neſs before. You never told me that you 
could not love Lord Acreland.“ bel 
„Nou never \ queſtioned me on the 
ſubject, Sir, anſwered I; but ſince 
you are kind enough to hear my opinion, 
I now declare, that I never can eonſent to- 
ſuch degradation.” 

„% What!” replied Sir Edward, while 
10 face reddened with reſentment ; © af- 
ter J have ſettled every thing! after 1 
have promiſed his Lordſhip that you 
ſhould marry him in a fortnight! Let me 
hear no more of ſuch abſurd conduct. 
Are you not my daughter? Have I not 
given you an education equal to that of 
any lady in the land? And have I not a 
right to diſpoſe of my own ? From your 
infancy,” T meant that you ſhould marry 
amongſt the nobility. : I have had my eyè 
on Lord KAeretand theſe ſeven years, and 

am determined not to be diſappointed. 
A pretty buſineſs, truly! things are como 
to a fine paſs, if daughters are to cons 
troul their father's opinions. T ſappole 
you are for: love and a cottage: this comes 
E 6 of. 
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of reading romances ;—women have no 
buſineſs ever to read—or to write either.” 

* Oh! Agenor! King of Phcenicia,” 
exclaimed my aunt, 4 thou wert proud 
of thy daughter, when ſhe firſt taught 
the Latins the art of writing. Had Eu- 
ropa been a citizen's heireſs, ſhe would 
have remained in ignorance.” | 
„Will you hold your tongue, Miſs 
Pengwynn ?” ſaid Sir Edward; or ſhall 
I make you? I can't give Sophy a leſ- 
ſon on her duty, but you muſt trump up 
an old canting tale about kings, and ſuch 
ſtuff. 

4 Brother! you ſpeak treaſon ! 
ſwered my aunt: ** abſolute treaſon !— 
why you will bring yourſelf to an un- 
timely end, if you indulge in ſuch ſedi- 
tious converſation. I don't think it ſaſe 
to remain under your roof.” 

„Thank God!” ſaid Sir Edward; I 
hope at 1 found out the way to > get 25 
af you.“ 

a could have wept to hear him utter ſo 
harſh an expreſſion, and replied “ Real- 

8 by, 
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ly, Sir, you treat my good aunt ſhame- 
fully. The reſpe&t I entertain for her 
virtues and her talents, will not ſuffer me 
to remain a filent witneſs of ſuch cru- 
elty.“ | 

„ You are mad—as mad as ſhe is!” 
replied Sir Edward: © I have always 
thought your brain was touched, fince I 
caught you ſcribbling poetry in the her- 


to have the two panes taken out of the 
window, that you may not be expoſed to 
all the world? Did old Cyclops nen 
you that, too?“ 

« I really do not comprehend you, 
Sir,“ ſaid I. f 

Then I will ſpeak plainer,” anſwered 
Sir Edward. Didn't you write verſes 
on Independence, with a diamond, on 
the north window of the hermitage ?— 


independence?“ 
Very little indeed, Sir,“ e I. 
Are you not obliged to me,“ conti- 
nued my father, for your daily ſubſiſt- 
ence? Do you know that independence 
i is 


mitage at the Abbey. Wasn't I obliged 


Profligate girl! what have you to do with 
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is a ſort of freedom and freedom. is li- 
berty—and, liberty ſpurns all conſtraint, 
as a body may ſay! Now let me aſk you 
what ſort of character a young lady 
muſt have who avows her contempt. for 
all the bounds of decorum ? Then didn't 
I find in the library a ſonnet, in the 
manner of Petrarch? I have made in- 
quiries who, this Petrarch was, and am 
aſhamed to think that a daughter of mine 
ſhould wnitate ſuch a profligate!“ 

« Sir!“ ſaid I, with infinite aſtoniſh- 
ment, © Petrarch was an Italian poct of 
great celebrity.“ 

& Lknow. that,” anſwered Sir Edward; 
« but wasn't he in love with a married 
woman? Oh! ; ſcandalous !- I wiſh it 
had been. a. wife of mine—he ſhould have 
wrote his lamentations in Bridewell. A 
poet, truly! why | your poets are all 
beggars : ſhew me. one that has a title. 
Lou can't—I defy you.—What ſay you, 
old-Spurious ? addreſſing my good aunt, 
whoſe indignation had kept her filent... 

„ Lou are a vulgar fellow,” anſwered 
ſhe, and not worthy: of an anſwer. 
3 My 
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My niece knows there are many illuſtri- 
ous names in the catalogue of living au- 


thors; neither is the divine art of poetry 


ſo much deſpiſed as you ſeem to ima- 
gine.“ | 110 50 | 

« Divine!” exclaimed Sir Edward; “ ſhew 
me any divine poetry except the Pſalms of 
Sternholdand Hopkins! Never let me hear 
that you diſgrace your family by writing 
books of any ſort. Women, now-a-days, are 


ſo confounded kr.owing, there's no ſaying 


one's ſoul is one's own | There's my ho- 
neſt friend in Old Broad Street, the 
laughing-ſtock of all the city, for run- 
mng about from houſe to houſe to collect 
friends for his fiſter's laſt new play. Didn't 
he ' force all his acquaintance to go 
ſweltering into the pit in the month of 
May ? and didn't Mr. Alderman Duroy 
die of a fever, in conſequence of it? 
Women have no buſineſs either to write 
or to read, as I ſaid before: the rank I 
deſigned my er to move in Wen t 
require either.“ 

. © Be aſſured, Sir,“ nnn 1 your 
friend in Old Broad Street was Zealous to 


pro- 
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promote the fame of his ſiſter, through a 
laudable pride, which taught him to con- 
ſider her as the moſt diſtinguiſhed orna- 
ment of a family whoſe name would be 
forgotten; in another century, were it not 
immortalized by her literary labours ! and 
J am only ſurprized that in theſe regions 
of mercenary toil ſo much genius was 
ever known to evince itſelf. With regard 
to women of talents, Sir, we have ſome, 
even of what you call the firſt rank, who 
write with feeling and with harmony; 
whoſe names will live when their titles 
are forgotten 58 27 
don't believe a wicked on t, ! 
Sir Edward; and I wouldn't, for the 
wealth of the Indies, that Lord Acreland 
ſhould know of your having written 
yerſes—he never would marry you, if he 
heard of it, I can tell you that.“ 

He never ſhall marry me, Sir,” an- 
ſwered I; „*I will periſh in Ry ra- 
ther than be his wife.“ uE N 

Sir Edward now ine furious ; bis 
reproaches were (cruelly ſevere, his curſes 
horribly inhuman! He left me in an 
| agony 
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agony of affliction, My poor aunt wept 
over me. We haſtened to Sir Philip and 
Lady Watkins, who were waiting in the 
drawing-room. I appealed to them; 
they were ſorrowfully filent. I then flew 
to my chamber. On the ſtairs I met Mr. 


Belmont. Heavens! Miſs Claren- 


don,” ſaid he, „why are you in tears?“ 
1 could not anſwer: he ſtood wondering 
at my agitation. When I reached the 
door of my dreſling-room, I turned round 
and looked at him. He ſeemed petrified 
with aſtoniſhment ; and I heard him ex- 
claim“ Great God ! is it poſſible that 
ſuch an angel ſhould ever know afflic- 
tion?“ What could he mean, Louiſa ? 
His voice ſeems at this moment to vibrate 
on my brain. I can think of nothing 
elſe, Oh! happy had I been, if fate had 
deſtined me to be the wife of ſuch a be- 
ing! fit [+ 
Why did he gaze on me with ſuch 
pity, ſuch tenderneſs, as I paſſed him? 
Oh! ſuch a look! I could write for 
ages, and yet fail to deſcribe it! Then 
his voice, ſo earneſt, and yet ſo tremu- 
lous 3 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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lous; fo fraught: with kindneſs, gentle. 
neſs, and ſorrow ! I muſt forget it; in- 
deed I muſt, Louiſa. Dangerous was its 
tendency; it threatened ſomething. fatal 
to my repoſe! Yes—I will—lI will for- 


get him! Whom? Charles Belmont ? 


Vain, vain boaſter that I am, it is impoſ- 
ſible! Why ſhould 1? He commiſe- 
rates my ſufferings, and I ſhould deteſt 
myſelf were I capable of ingratitude ! 
He 1s not rich ! he is a dependant on 
the bounty of Sir Philip Watkins, an 
orphan, adopted by him, and placed un- 
der the care of a Welch clergyman, who 
beſtowed on him an education which his 


talents eagerly improved. The Tabours 


of claſſical ſtudy have matured ſuch a 
ſtore of intellectual knowledge as would 
render him illuſtrious even in the obſcure 
hovel of the pooreſt peaſant! Oh! Lou- 


iſa! I have no idea of any diſtinction 


equal to that of poſteffing his friendſhip ! 

— friendſhip ! why do I repeat the word? 
Sir Edward has ſternly commanded me 

to ſet off for Clarendon Abbey to-morrow 


—— Sir Philip infiſts on Mr. Bel- 
mont's 
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mont's being of the party. How I adore 
Sir Philip! Lord Acreland is to meet us 
there in a few days. I am almoſt frantic, 
when I reflect on the purpoſe of his vie 
Adieu 
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LETTER IX. 


Sir Gzorce FairForD fo Lord Ackg- 


Breconſhire. 

THE ſun had ſcarcely ſet when I re- 

. paired to the habitation of the me- 
lancholy recluſe. When I arrived within 
a quarter of a mile of the ancient caſtle, 
I ſtopped, to contemplate the ſurrounding 
landſcape. The entrance of the wood, 
which partly concealed the. ruin, lay be- 
tween two ſtupendous mountains ; from 
the ſummit of that on the right hand, a 
foaming catara&t tumbled with a deafen- 


ing 
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ing roar, and emptied itſelf into a rapid 
river that meandered along the valley. 
On the left, the aſcent was ſkirted by thick 
woven trees, whoſe foliage diſplayed the 
decaying ſeaſon, by the yellow, purple, 
and crimſon hues that variegated the pro- 
ſpect. I entered the wood, and had not 
proceeded fifty paces before an opening 
among the trees preſented a perfect view 
of the caſtle. It was a vaſt and magnifi- 
cent ruin! A ſmall cottage reared its 
roof amidſt the half-broken columns and 
mouldering arches. A wall, and a lofty 
tower, which had defied the ravages of 
time, ſerved to prop the lowly habita- 
tion. 8 
The deep ſhades of twilight rendered 
this ſecluded ſpot awfully faſcinating! the 
tower, which was ſtill in perfect repair, 
was nearly covered with ivy, hanging 
luxuriantly round the ſmall painted glaſs 
windows of the different apartments. I 
took my ſolitary ſeat at the foot of a ve- 
nerable oak, and began, with my pencil, 
to trace the moſt ſtriking objects round 
me: but I could not long purſue this 
pleaſing 
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pleaſing melancholy taſk ; night rapidly 
| approached ; all became indiſtinct, ſha- 
dowy, and, by degrees, loſt in gloom. 
I roſe, and, with cautious ſteps, pro- 
ceeded towards the ruin, liſtening, and 
| almoſt fancying myſelf in the haunts of 
| Pruidical ſuperſtition. 
The moon roſe above the ſummit of the 
| mountain; its rays darted through the 
trees: the birds were ſilent, and the ca- 
taract's roar became more diſtinct, by the 
| univerſal repoſe that wrapped every living 
thing around me. I watched the ruin, 
but no light appearcd from any of the 
| windows, This cannot be the abode of 
any human being, thought I; it muſt 
be uninhabited. — All was dark, and fo 
perfectly ſtill, that I concluded I had 
miſtaken the road, and was turning back, 
when heard a female voice diſtinctly ar- 
ticulate, „Another day is paſt, and yet 
no tranquil hour has marked its pro- 
greſs!“ 

turned towards the cataract, Ry be- 
held what I ſhould have conſidered as a 
phantom, had I not been informed that 
3 this 
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this e ſpot was the abode ol an ill- 
fated mortal 

She ſlowly aſcended the mountain ; the 
moon ſhone clearly—and I could juſt 
perceive her white drapery waving in the 
wind. Her figure became more and 
more faint. I reſolved to follow her; ſhe 
was not fifty yards before me: 1 quick. 
ened my pace—ſhe heard my footſteps, 
ſhrieked—and diſappeared ! 

My conſternation is not to be de- 
ſcribed! © Gracious God!“ faid I— 
« what has my raſhneſs done? I have 
deſtroyed the poor maniac ! alarmed by 
my purſuit, ſhe has precipitated herſelf 
into the foaming torrent, and now ſlceps 
amidſt its deafening din—for ever!“ 

I ſtood like one chained by deſpair : 
the idea of what I concluded had hap- 
pened overwhelmed my ſenſes. All 
thy ſorrow is vaniſhed,” ſaid I; “ all thy 
wandcrings are over! thou wilt behold 
the ſun no more | thy mournſul voice will 
never ſteal upon the breeze of night 
again; or thy ſolitary walk be profaned 
by unfecling curioſity.— The moon re- 
1 tired 


tired behind a cloud, and the darkneſs 


increaſed my horrors! I dreaded to move; 
on every fide danger and death ſeemed to 
await me. The part of the mountain 
where I ſtood was ſteep and rugged : the 
wind blew cold, and the miſts began to 


thicken. I ſelt the turf, it was covered 


with dew. 

My mind reproached me for this ſelfiſh 
attention. Poor, miſerable mortal!“ 
ſaid 1; „ thou art fearful of the night 
dew ; thou art alarmed at the probability 
of temporary ill, while the poor maniac's 
boſom is daſhed on the hard rock, or 
borne along by the wild roaring torrent ! 
Perhaps the dawn will preſent her a man- 
gled corpſe, and the cold glaily lake be 
her laſt bed of reſt !” 

While I was thus agonized by r mourn- 
ful reflections, my eye ſuddenly beheld a 
ſtream of light iſſuing from the tower. 
The moon again darted her pale beams 
over the mountain, and, with the moſt 
eager precipitation, I deſcended to the 
wood. 1 approached the ruin : the light 
was extinguiſhed in the tower ; the wind 

had 
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had riſen, and the atmoſphere was chil- 
ling cold. 

I reſolved to try if 1 could gain ad- 


mittance into the cottage; and approach. 


ing the threſhold, knocked gently at the 
door. No one anſwered: I called ſeveral 
times, but all was filent as death. At 
length, the little caſement creeked on its 
hinges, and a feeble voice inquired what 
I would have. © I am a traveller,” ſaid 
I: © pray come down, and hear my buſi- 
neſs.” | 
« Huſh!” replied the old woman, 
« you will awaken my miſtreſs.” 

My blood was chilled with horror !— 
Alas! thought 1, thy miſtreſs will wake 
no more! I earneſtly entreated the ve- 
nerable guardian of the cottage to de- 
ſcend : ſhe refuſed to liſten any longer.— 
I tell you,” ſaid ſhe, my poor lady 
is at reſt.” Again I felt the cold ſtream 
© thrill through my heart! „ For Hea- 
ven's ſake, come down,” anſwered I: 
% my unpatience will not admit of delay; 
I have ſomething of importance to com- 


municate 
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municate—ſomething dreadful, that muſt Ul 
be inſtantly revealed. | [ 

Heaven forbid !” epd the old wo- | | 
man, © we have grief enough already ;— 1 
If you are a traveller, and have loſt your 
way, you have only to proceed ſtraight 
ſorward, for about fiſty yards, and then 
you will find the high road. Then turn 
to the left, and the village is not far off. 
If you are a robber, you have no chance 
of getting any thing worth your pains 
here; we are poſſeſſed or neither money 
nor treaſure.” 

would rather beſtow, than take 
from you,“ ſaid I. The buſineſs 1 have, 
is of ſo melancholy a nature” 

] cannot liſten to it now,” replied ſhe, 
„go your ways, my miſtreds will be very 
angry if ſhe hears me. 

% Wretched wot ye "aid 3 thy 
miſtreſs, I fear, is beyond tlie power of x re- 
ſentment!? n 
: Heaven guard her?” anfwered the 
; old ſervant, © ſhe fleeps in the next 
- I chamber, and ſoundly too, of your noiſe 
c would have waked her.” 
Vor. I. } 


© Whorn 
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«© Whom therfſuid I follow near the foot 
of the mountain? What otlier female in- 
habits this olitfry place “ ſaid , in the 
moſt extreme agitation. ? 

None, unſwered 'ſhe, „ we live 
quite alone: no other woman has paſſed 


this threſhold to-night, I'll anſwer for it; 


aye, with my life, 1!would-anſwer for it, 
repeated ſhe ; - 10 don't tand here diſ- 
turbing our reſt lf you have any bufi- 
neſs with my miſtreſs, come to-morrow, 
"twill be time enough then, in all con- 
ſcience, to hear bad news.” 80 ching 
ol ſhut the caſement and retired. 
I TI was Joſt in aſtoniſhment! - <5 What 
have JI ſeen then?“ faid I to myſelf. 
« "Tis wonderful! almoſt incredible!“ 
Certain I arh, it was a female form,—1 
ſaw it diflinaly,—it vaniſhed ! There is 
10 other habitation of any kind in this 
wood; 1 do not believe in ſuperſtitious 
tales, and yet I cannot account for this 
extraordinary deception. pl 
My eyes were fixed upon the Cs 
windows, and I percerved tranſient flaſhes, 


whichc convinced me that ſome one was 
| ſtriking 


— 
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ſtriking a light. In a moment the cham- 
ber was illumined, and I heard the old 
ſervant converſing with ſome perſon, 
whoſe voice was ſoft and gentle. The 
light increaſed, and the ſmoke aſcended 
from. the chimney; the moon continued 
to ſhine clearly, and I had a perfect view 
of the ſurrounding objects. Nearly oppo- 
ſite the window ſtood a part of the ruin, 
its diſtance not ten paces from the cot- 
tage; I reſolved to climb this favourable 
ſpot, and thereby, if poſſible, command a 
view of the chamber. Again the caſement 
was opened; I retired behind the ruin; 
again it was cloſed, and I re-commenced 


my taſk, carefully avoiding to make the 


leaſt noiſe that might give alarm. 
Ina few moments I was ſo ſituated, as 


to obtain a perfect view of the apartment. 


But judge of my aſtoniſhment when I be- 
held a chamber taſtefully, decorated! A 


mall bed was. overhung with a canopy of 


chintz, faſtened to the cciling, and feſtoon- 
ed on each fide with peculiar elegance. 
The walls were painted of a pale greyiſh 


colour, and adorned- with drawings: on 


3 one 
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one ſide, ſtood a bookcaſe, aud in the op- 
poſite corner, a harp, The chimney was 
dreſſed with flowers, a wood fire blazed, 
conveniently, for by its light I could make 
the moſt minute obſervations: ſo. ſar 1 
have been correct in my deſcription, but 
how ſhall 1 Fartrag the miſtreſs of the 
dyelling? _ _ | 

Ihe lay, reclining "Bas cheek upon — 
hand, her, elbow reſting: on her pillow. 
Her countenance was pale, but exquiſite- 
ly. beautiful! Her head was bound with 
a white handkerchief; ſhe wore a ſleeping 
dreſs, faſtened at the breaſt with a black 
ribband and ſeemed to be in earneſt con- 
verſation with an old and wrinkled. Wo- 
man, who knelt beſide her, holding a 
candle, the light of which fell exactly on 
the moſt. lovely and intereſting form J 
Ever, remember to have. ſecn | 5 Is this, a 
maniac ? oy, ſaid Le; 0 Impoſlible | Thou 
haſt more of ſorrow than of frenzy; — hap- 
leſs ſufferer !- I could cheriſh thee in my 
boſom ;, I could. love. thee, even if thou 
wert deprived of. reaſon ; I could not let 
thee e over the earth to ſeek a reſt- 


ing 
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ing place; and, at laſt, to cloſe thy me- 
lancholy days in obſcurity ! 
« Why did you employ me in a re- 
ſearch that has produced ſuch a world of 
| ſympathy ! Why did fate dire& my foot- 
ſteps to the dwelling of this enchanting 
woman ? If this be the forſaken Angelina, 
I ſhall condemn you unheard ;—to have 
known ſuch a being ; to have loved her ; 
and then to have deſerted her!] cannot 
believe you capable of ſuch madneſs!” 
wy remained at my poſt for more than 
half an hour;—the old ſervant then re- 
tired to the adjoining chamber, ſhe took 
the light with her, the fire was nearly ex- 
tingniſhed, and J returned to the village: 
the whole night was paſt in meditation; 
and I determined on the following day to 
ſee, and to converſe with the enchanting 
object, whoſe fate awakened the tendereſt 

intereſt—the moſt mournful ſympathy |! 
I cannot defcribe my ſenſations, while 
I encourage the hope that J have diſco- 
vered Mrs. Sydenham's retreat; I tremble 
to be convinced ;—painful will be her 
fate, if ſhe ever Joved you !—Acute will 
F 3 be 
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be your miſery, if you have betrayed her 
confidence ! I will not believe it poſſible; 
endeavour' to think, with me, that there 
are two ſuch beings, formed to adorn the 
world, yet deſtined to a life of ſorrow ful 
feclufion, I would not endure the ſelſ- 
corroding ſhaft of conſcious guilt towards 
ſuch an object, for all the ſplendour that 
can dazzle the eyes of fools, or all the 
wealth- that can purchaſe the adulation of 
the baſe. Nane | 
Y: My dear Lord, 
Your's faithfully, _ 
GRORGE FairFoRD. 


LETTER X. 


1 naruoer tothe Row, Mr. Jaane. 
Clarendon Abbey. 


Sin Philiy's s kindneſs knows no bounds, 
he is, at once, my father, my guardian, 
. my friend! He ſtill calls me his 


n. ſon, and by every unremitting 
attention 
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attention makes me honour him as a pa- 

Laſt night we arriyed at Clarendon Ab- 
bey. Sir Philip and Lady Watkins occu- 
pied their own chaiſe. Miſs Clarendon, 
Sir Edward, and myſelf, came in the ſamily 
landau. It was my lot to ſit oppoſite to 
the amiable Sophia. I obſerved her coun- 
tenance with minute attention, it was 
placid, but ſo melancholy, that my heart 
throbbed with pity ;—the tendereſt ſym- 
pathy kept us both ſilent, till we were in- 
terrupted by Sir Edward. 

„ Sophy,” ſaid he, © you will be ano- 
ther ſort of perſon when you next travel 
on this road with an Earl's coronet on 
your carriage : every thing will then be 
quite in a new ſtyle; for though I pay as 
much as a Lord, people 1 t feel the ſame 
reſpect for my character.” | fi. 

« Merit, Sir,” replied 1 Mis 6 Clarendon, 
« onght to be the only paſfport to re- 
ſpe&ty Heaven knows, I look to the mind 
only, and can IR the nonſenficat'dif 
tinctions of fortune.” As ſhe pronounced 
theſe words, her voiee aſſumed an unuſual 

F 4 tone 
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tone of animation : ſhe looked carneſily 
at we, ber eyes ſcemed to penetrate ny 
ſoul. I felt my face redden like a wo- 
man's. She perceived, that I acknow- 
ledged the force of her manner, though ! 
had not the vanity to confeſs the applica- 
tion of the ſentiment. She ſmiled for tlie 
firſt time during the two hours that we 
had been in the carriage. 

Aye, aye ! tis all very fine talking;“ 
aid Sir Edward, but there 1s no real or 
ſubſtantial, happineſs without rank ; peo- 
ple of faſhion may do any 1 with im- 

punity.“ | 

o And they. too 5 8 bean 
of their privilege !” replied. Mis Claren- 
don, Jam certain there is more ſenti- 
ment and bonour to be found in a moun- 
tain hovel, than the niceſt diſcrimination 
could diſcover in ſome of the manſions of 
our nobility. Again ſhe looked expreſ- 
fively at me: 1 ſelt moſt uncomfortably, and 
would have given any thing I poſſeſs to 
have been out of the carriage. My manner 
muſt have appeared ridiculouſſy awkward: 


1 knew not what to ſay; yet I honeſtly 
, f confeſs, 
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confeſs, that had no eye but her's wit- 
nefled my gratitude, I ſhould have fallen 
at her feet and worſhipped her as an idol! 
Is there in the zeal of a bigot, ont ſenſa- 
tion like that which ſhe inſpires? 

Miſs Clarendon frequently conjplained 
of a pain in her head during the morning ; 
and, more than once, hinted a wiſh'to reſt 
for an hour or two, the motion of the car- 
riage being almoſt inſupportable. Her 
eyes were languid, and her cheeks ſeemed 
fluſhed with ſever; ſhe complained | of 
thirſt, and giddineſs: we ſtopped at Maid- 


enhead-bridge, to change horſes; Miſs : 


Clarendon again ventured to ſpeak of her 
indiſpofition, and expreſſed a deſire to re 
main quiet even for half an hour. "66 No, 
* anſwered Sir Edwurd, 1 can't think 
on t 8 ardered at Henley, at five 
o'clock ; *tis now ſour, every thing will be 
overdone, if we mind your whims ; exer- 
eiſe is the beſt remedy for the head: ache; 
you are beginning to have the capricious 
humours of a fine lady already tis time 
enough to have megrims when yow are” 
Counteſs of Acreland.” The landau pro- 
F 5 cecced 
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ceeded—Mitſs Clarendon fighed ! and my 


heart throbbed with indignation. 


vp was near dark when we en at 
the abbey. As ſoon às the carriage ſtop- 


ped, Sir Edward deſcended. ** Jou will 


hand out Sophy, Mr. Belmont,“ ſaid he; 


mne followed: as we entered the portico 


ſhe looked towards me, and exclaimed, 

* Heavens ! what a day have I paſſed !” 
Sir Philip and Lady Watkins now joined 
us, and the converſation turned upon dif- 
ferent topics. Miſs Clarendon retired to 
reſt, and nothing worthy of notice occurred. 


War remainder of the evening. 


'F could not cloſe my eyes the whole 
in; Miſs Clarendon's countenance, her 
voice, her manner, and the ſeverity of her 
father, filled my mind with tormenting 
fefleclions. Why is ſuch a woman or- 
died to be wretched? There was a. 
meaning in her addrefling me; certainly 
there was: her eyes are too intelligent to 
be miſtaken; they beamed with regret, 
with reaſon, with an expreſſion that de- 
clared ſhe is not happy. She awakened 


750 unge r my n 
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mis is not vanity; perhaps ſo perſecuted, 
ſhe would have made the ſame appeal to 
any other perſon; I will endeavour to 


think ſo: at leaſt, I will endeayautr.- 


Lady Watkins lately aſked my opinion 


of her niece: I could not reply to ſuch a 


queſtion. Had ſhe inquired. how I liked 


a picture or a ſtatue, I might have ſatisfied 


her curiofity : but there is no word which 


can convey my opinion of Sophia: Claren- 
don. Gracious God what a cold inani- 
mate mortal muſt that be, who could find 
language to- deſcribe ſuch perfection! 


I think my temper is much altered, 


ſince I left the mountains; I am grown 
impatient, ſometimes impetuous: Is it the 
intercourſe with ſociety that changes my 
nature? It muſt be fo; for I cannot at- 
tribute it to any other cauſe: at leaſt I 
will, not venture to queſtion my heart 


upon the ſubject. Miſs Clarendon is mild 


and gentle, though oppreſſod by all that 


can pierce. the boſom of ſenſibility: and 


yet ſhe. is no philoſopbher “ I dare not 
make a compariſon, 1 ſhould aal my 
own weakneſs... 


\ 1 
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This morning when I entered the library 
before br eakfaſt, I found Miſs Clarendon 
drawing ; ſhe appeared to be much con- 
ſuſed at my interrupting her, and cauti- 
ouſly hid the ſketch ſhe had made, be- 
neath the paper on which ſhe commenced 
another ſubject. Pray ſuffer me to ſee 
your ſtudy,” faid I, “every new ef of 
your talents excites my admiration.” She 
imiled—. 
ou ſhall enden voür to draw my pro- 
files“ ſaid ſhe. 

Indeed,“ repliel * « the taſk 18 whe- 
yond: my power.“ I took the pencil, and 
the ſeated herſelf near the table ; but 
why a profile?“ ſaid I, the expreſiion « of 
your eyes will be loſt.” 

J am certain a profile will be moſt 
like me,“ anſwered Miſs Clarendon ; „1 
never can gaze ſteadily at any one object; 
neither would you make the eyes reſemble 
mine, becauſe I cannot look at you, as | 
do at other people.“ 

Let us read then,” ſaid J, taking 
down a volume of Werter. 

5 I can- 


02 
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ce J cannot, indeed Mr. Belmont,“ re- 
plied: Miſs Clarendon,” 1 cannot hear 
you read that ſtory. ' I will leave you to 


your meditations, they are of too melan- 
choly a complexion for my feelings.” — 


ran and placed myſelf between her 
and the door: ſhe laughed, and endea- 
voured to paſs. Don't make me a pri- 
ſoner, Mr. Belmont,” ſaid ſhe; © I ſhall 
not enjoy my freedom many days!” The 
idea ſtruck me like Iightning—T bowed as 
ſhe left the library, and ſtood wrapt in 
thought, near the door, till Sir Edward 
awakened me, by a ſummons to walk with 
him about the grounds.—l have only time 
to finiſh my letter abruptly. Rhe 
You will tell me, that I am a fool, a 
vain opiniated idiot; that I ſuffer my rea- 
ſon to be hoodwinked by idle and impro- 
bable ideas; - you will ſay that my recent 


acquaintance with the world is the cauſe 
of my childiſh ſuppoſitions ;—I acknow- 


ledge your reproof; I yield to your better 
judgment. But, my dear Sir, can you, 
with all your wiſdom, tell me, why So- 
phia Clarendon cannot look at me, as ſhe. 

| 3 ; does 
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does at other people? Oh Heavens! there 
is more joy compriſed in that acknowledg- 
ment, than volumes of rhetoric could ex- 
plain! Where is the ſophiſtry that can 
talk me out of that convidtion'? Books 
may expand the mind; philoſophy arm 
it againſt the ills of life ; but Sophia Cla- 
rendon infpires the heart with ſemething 
that approaches to divinity ! I certainly. 
am a new creature fince I have been the 
companion of her ſtudies: and I feel but 
too conſcious, that all my future days will 
be devoted to the memory of her virtues ! 
Farewell, my friend, my earlieſt monitor; 
reſt aſſured, that whatever my heart may 
encounter, I never will. diſhonour the 


Rame of | 
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LETTER XI. 


SoPHIA CLARE NDON fo Mrs. HorrToN. 


Clarendon Abbey. 


] HAVE waited anxiouſly for your let- 
ter; nothing can equal my uneaſineſs 
on account of your health, or my ſolici- 
tude for further information en 
Lord Acreland. 
We arrived at the abbey laſt night; in 
a few days—how ſhall 1 write it—in a 
few ſhort days, I ſhall be ſacrificed to 
miſery—to ambition ! Alas ! there is no 
remedy, my ſoul is ſubdued. and n 
too feeble for reſiſtance l 
This amiable ſtranger! He, too, will 
witneſs the dreadful ceremony! Oh, God! 
happy had 1 been, if cither Charles Bel- 
mont, or Lord. Acreland,. had never exiſt- 
ed-; the contraſt between their characters 
perplexes me beyond all bearing.—l cer- 
tainly was born to be the ſport of fortune. 
My wedding paraphernalia is com- 
pleted; the moſt Ira: brilliants are deſ- 
a tined 


; * * 
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tined to cover a boſom, which e ale 

an heart torn with contending agonies ; ; 
I deteſt, I abhor Lord Acreland; he is 
expected here daily, and when he arrives 
my doom will be decided for ever. 

Could you behold Charles Belmont, 
could you but hear his voice, you would 
not wonder at my eſteeming him. Every 
thing he ſays has conſolation in it ;—he 
has worth to command the adulation of 
the world ;—he has virtue enough to de- 
ſpiſe it! Never will I believe that the 
mind acquires expanſion by an intercourſe 
with different nations; Mr. Belmont has 
been educated in ſolitude ; he has never 
mingled with the breathing multitudes of 
earth; he has had no acquaintance 
with the exalted; or the 1755 and yet 
he 18 perfect! . : 

- My father's ſeverity. increaſes every 
hour; I cannot comprehend his meaning. 
FT dae never offended him, even from my 
infancy my good aunt, Juliana, has 
been, in fact, my only parent; ſhe is 
wholly averſe to my intended marriage; 


w bat if I were to leave the abbey, and Ay 
to 
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10 beß 8 protection? I think ſhe would 
receive me; I know ſhe would commiſer- 
ate my ſufferings. Oh! if Charles Bel- 
mont had but an atom of affection in his 
heart, and refolution to declare it, I would 
not heſitate to ritk my father's diſpleaſure, 
and be his, beyond the . of fate to 
part us! 

How I deſpiſe thoſe petty diſtinctions 
which derive their origin from chance or 
fortune; how my heart ſhudders when I 
behold a wretch, debaſed in mind, and 
| warped by prejudice, frowning the ſons of 
genius into ſubmiſſion, and filencing the 
claims of modeſt merit, by the overbear- 
ing taunts of purchaſed adulation. Why 
is Charles Belmont conſidered as the infe- 
rior of Lord Acreland? Is it becauſe the 
one has a ſoul replete with all that can 
ennoble, all that can refine! and the 
other, a title, to which he was born, and 
which the praQtice of every vice cannot 
wreſt from him; O] miſerable pre- emi- 
nence ! profanation of all the graces that 
nature can beſtow, or reaſon diſcrimi- 


nate. 


I am 


Jam vanquiſhed: by the grief I have 
encountered; you remember what I was, 
only a few months ſince; the verieſt mad- 
cap that ever broke the barriers of a nur- 
ſery. The vivacity of my temper, was 
conſiderably augmented by a foreign edu- 
cation ; the years I paſſed in France and 
Italy animated my mind, and l was look- 
| ed upon in all ſocieties as one of the live- 
lieſt Engliſh girls that ever had been ſeen 
on the continent. How I am changed, 
no language can deſcribe; I feel it, and I 
alſo feel that it is a change which will 
terminate my exiſtence. iow 
The culprit, whoſe hour of annihilation 
approaches, dreads it not ſo; much, as 1 
do the arrival of Lord Acreland ; J have 
a ſtrong pre- ſentiment that his viſit will be 
productive of ſomething fatal.— Are we 
not authoriſed to avert, if poſſible, im- 
pending calamities ? What is inſtinct in 
brutes, is reflection in us: is not ſympa- 
thy a ſort of ſupernatural power? and 
why do I ſhed tears when I think of the 
unfortunate Belmont? When I behold 


him, with all his perfections, an orphan— 
a de- 


— 
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a dependant! If ſympathy is ſuperna- 
tural, it is the gift of ſome divine agent, 
who ſanctifies the impulſe ; Heaven will 
not ſurely puniſh the ſentiment it inſpires, 

Thus do I endeavour to reconcile my 
mind to its partiality for one, whoſe virtues 
claim the moſt unequivocal admiration ! 
Is it not cruel, that l am obliged to diſ- 
guiſe the nobleſt ſenſation that my heart 


can experience? Since I am reduced. to ſo 


dreadful an act of duplicity, I will not 
add to the crime, by profeſſing to love an 
object 1 deſpiſe; at leaſt, in that inſtance, 
I will avow my ſentiments. Then let Lord 
Acreland reflect at leiſure. © 

Write to me, and tell me that you ap- 
plaud my candour; tell me, that ſuch a 
W 18 _— of your friend, 


- 


"GopHIA CLARENDON. 


LETTER 
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[LETTER XII. 
CHARLES BELMONT 70 rhe Rev. Mr. Joxrs, 


" Dlawndan Abbey. 


WAS angie all this morning in at. 

tending Sir Edward Clarendon, dend in 
examining the beauties of this enchanting 
ſpot, where nature has been ſo liberal, 
that ſhe almoſt « . art to long it a "_ 
attraction, | | 

_ The. houſe ahh 18 built in the Gothic 
Rilc of architecture, though Sir Edward has 
added a Corinthian portico, ſtands at the 
extremity of a beautiful lawn, which gra- 
dually ſlopes to an extenſive ſheet of wa- 
ter. The park is bordered by hanging 
woods on one ſide, and on the other, lays 
open to a vaſt extent of country, termi- 
nated by the hills of Glouceſterſhire, The 
intermediate level preſents the moſt luxu- 
riant diverſity of woods, rivers, and paſ- 
turage; in ſhort, deſeription cannot do 
zuſtice to ſcenes ſo rich, ſo variegated, ſo 
ſublime! 


Amiqdſt 
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Amidſt the woody aſcent on the eaſt 
ſide of Clarendon Park, on a projecting 
part of the eminence, ſtands a ſmall her- 
mitage, built with the trunks of trees, and 
entirely covered with interwoven wood- 
bine, ivy, vine, and myrtle; the threſhold 
is overfpread with moſs; the windows are 
of exquiſitely painted glaſs, and a ſhallow 

WD mpid. rivulet winds near its foundation, 
I fill it loſes itſelf in the gloom that ſur- 
rounds. it. The interior of this retreat, 
which is half a mile from the abbey, is 
| fimply decorated. The clay floor is co- 
vered with matting ; the chairs are formed 
of rude branches of oak, a couch, with a 
woven ſtraw mattreſs and pillow, repre- 
ſents the hermit's bed of repoſe ; this com- 
pletes the firſt apartment. The ſecond, is 
ſtill leſs in its dimenſions, but more amply 
adorned, for it is well ſtored with books. 
| never beheld fo faſcinating a retreat! I. 
ic i could forſwear the world, and become a 
u- perfect anchoret, to paſs the remainder of 
H-. Wy days in this delightful ſolitude. 

do Sir Edward contemned my taſte with 
ſo great vehemence. I don't like this on. 
mitage ;' 
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mitage;” ſaid he, tis a dark diſmal 
hole, and only fit to make a man hang or 
drown himſelf; —I have ſome thoughts of 
pulling it down, and building a Chineſe 
pagoda in its ſtead.” He aſſured me it 
was no ſancy of his- but * a whim wham, 
as one may ſay, of the late owner of Cla- 
rendon Abbey. I only let it remain ſo 
long, continued Sir Edward, to pleaſe 
Sophy, but now ſhe is going to leave it, 
people ſhall ſee my taſte, and then let em 
judge of the difference; beſides, a pagoda 
will be of ſome uſe, one can breed 
Pigeons ;—and I like that ſort of build- 
ing it looks fo lively with the gilt bells 
and things, painted in different colours. 
This old muſty dog- hole ſpoils the wood 
entirely. For my part, I hate to put my 
foot within ſide the threſhold—it makes 
one hipp'd all the day afterwards. - I had 
ſome thoughts of turning it into a ſmok- 
ing room,” but 'tis too far from the abbey 
for that. In ſhort, 'tis only fit to: make a 
bonfire; and to that-uſe-ſhall it be put the 
firſt opportunity.“ So ended his judicious 
harangue—and ſuch are the ideas of a 

mind, 
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mind, diveſted of all the graces of fancy, 


or education. 


of women! I have witneſſed ſuch proofs 
of ker ſenſibility, that I no longer heſitate 


led ! There is a ſomething in her look, ſo 


ſo penſive, ſo, formed for retirement, that I 
fear ſhe will not be happy in her new al- 


| but her beauty is leſs brilliant, than it is 
intereſting. Her countenance, which is 
dark,, has more of melancholy than ani- 
mation; ſhe is not tall, but the ſymmetry 


unaffected - yet perfectly well-bred ; the 


conveys the idea of ſimplicity, though 
every word ſhe utters is the oracle of rea- 
ſon! She ſings with impreſſive harmony, 


tivating ſkill. 
You will, nears) wonder at my pre- 


ciſion, but could you witneſs the ſplendour 
6 © | | of 


Miſs Clarendon is the moſt enlightened 


to declare, ſhe is in my opinion, unequal- 


replete with entiment, ſomething ſo placid, 


liance. Nothing can be more lovely !— 


of her form is exquiſite ! ſhe is entirely 


ingenuouſneſs of her temper ſometimes 


and plays on ſeveral inſtruments with cap- 
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of her acquirements, as I do, your ſur- 
priſe would ceaſe. 5 

Sir Edward has ul that all at- 
tention to buſineſs ſhall ſubſide till after 
the marriage is ſolemnized. Autumn be- 
ing far advanced, I ſhall, probably, return 


to London in about a month or ſix weeks. 


I ſhall regret leaving the abbey, for, after 
my native mountains, this is the ſpot in 
the univerſe the moſt favoured by nature 


 Tamfſummoned to dinner, —in the evening 


] will reſume my pen. 
We dined in the temple, near the 
aviary; ; an ice houſe beneath the marble 
floor, contributed to the pleaſure of our 
repaſt, by rendering the ſituation cool 
and refreſning. Miſs Clarendon was 1n- 
diſpoſed, and therefore requeſted to be ex- 


cuſed from dining with us. She promiſed 
to partake of the deflert, and ſhe did not 


diſappoint our hopes, When ſhe appear- 
ed, her beautiful dark eyes too. evidently 


betrayed the cauſe of her abſence ; they 
were ſtill humid with tears, and the more 


than uſual; paleneſs of her cheek was re- 
marked by every perſon at the table. 
| Lady 
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Lady Watkins obſerved her countenance 
with the moſt earneſt attention —ſhe 
looked at Sir Philip, then at me, and by 
a ſignificant movement of her head, cx- 
preſſed every thing that pity could 8 
or ſenfibility experience. 

„Come, come, Sophy,” ſaid Sir Ed. 
ward, © cheer up my good girl, theſe are 
only little prudiſh airs that all young 
ladies know how to aſſume; we have had 


enough of them. I expect my Lord this 


evening, and what will he ſay to find you 
whimpering and looking ſo woebegone ? 
Why you ſce, child, Mr. Belmont is aſto- 
niſhed at your conduct, and doesn't know 
what to make on't. Fie, fie upon you, I 
am quite aſhamed of your behaviour.” 
Miſs Clarendon was ſilent ; but ſhe 


exactly reſembled Patience, ſo exquiſitely. 


deſcribed by our immortal Shakſpeare! 
She ſmiled ! but it was the ſmile of unre- 
pining ſubmiſſion. I could have claſped 
her to my heart with the pureſt zeal; and 
have ſworn to periſh in defending her 
happineſs, or in chaſtiſing the wretch 
who had occafioned her inquietude. 

Vo“. I. 1 * What 
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„What are you ſulky about?“ con- 
tinued Sir Edward; *I believe there are 
few young women, who, on the point of 
being made a Counteſs, would look fo 
diſcontented. I ſhou'dn't be ſurpriſed, if 
you continue in this humour, to ſec you 
- Mivelling and ene before my 
Lord.“ 

80 Brother,” ſaid Lady Watkins © you 
oppreſs the dear child by your coarſe re- 
marks; we cannot at all times command 
good ſpirits ; your daughter is indiſpoſed, 
and your taunting manner will only in- 
creaſe, what it cannot poſſibly cure. 
Come, my love,” continued ſhe, taking 
Miſs Clarendon by the hand—when you 
have drank your coffee we will ſtroll 
about the grounds: the air will revive 
you; I am really diſtreſſed at your dejcc- 
tion ; Charles, you ſhall be our protector, 
for I ſhall want the aid of your arm.” —] 
bowed aſſent. Miſs Clarendon roſe from 
her ſeat, her eyes ſtill fixed on the ground, 
and her chcek as pale as a.corpſe. 
„Why not all go al 2 5 ſaid Sir 
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6 No, indeed,“ anſwered Lady Wat- 

kins, © you muſt not be of our party; 
your boiſterous converſation will only in- 
terrupt our tranquillity. Come, Charles,” 
continued this amiable woman, taking 
hold of my arm, „if I am ftout enough 
we will walk to the hermitage.” We left 
Sir Edward and my good father, for fo l 
continue to call Sir Philip, to finiſh their 
claret, and for ſome minutes ſtrolled {lowly 
along without uttering a ſyllable. 
We were rouzed from our filence by a 
deep figh. that ſeemed to rend the boſom 
of Miſs Clarendon. * Indeed, my So- 
phia,“ ſaid Lady Watkins, I ſhall ſcold 
vou myſelf if you indulge this melancholy. 
You are not conſcious of the pain I ex- 
perience, when you are afflicted ;—and 
here is poor Charles, looking as ſorrowful 
as you do; how can you ſuffer every body 
to be miſerable on your account?“ Again 
a profound filence enſued, nor was it 
broken till we reached the hermitage. 

The evening was glowing and ſultry ; 
l opened the windows, the faint breezes 


fanning the woodbine that hung round 


G 2 them, 


— 
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them, conveyed its perfume through the 
apartment. Lady Watkins ſeated herſelf 
on the ſiraw couch; Miſs Clarendon and 
myſelf ſtood near the window. 

« How many happy days have I paſſed 


at this dear abbey!” ſaid ſhe; * How 


many hours have I wandered among theſe 
woods, with a boſom free from inquietude !” 
Again the deep ſigh and the involuntary 


tear marked the perturbation of her 


mind: I knew not how to reply. 
* This hermitage; continued ſhe, “ is 


my favourite retreat; I never enter be- 
neath its roof without experiencing a tran- | 


quil pleaſure which language cannot de- 
ſcribe.“ 

Let its enchanting quiet harmonize 
your mind;” ſaid J. She ſtarted. 

« Why? does my manner betray any 
thing like diſcord, Mr. Belmont?” anſwer- 


ed ſhe; © the ſtring you have touched, is 
a delicate one ;—beware how you play 


upon it :—its tone is penetrating, though 
it has little power to reſiſt the hand of af- 


fliction ' A forced ſmile, and an arch 


expreſſion, accompanied her words. © Nay, 
don't 
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don't look ſo ſolemn,“ continued ſhe, « I 
ſhould be ſorry to infect your mind with 
melancholy—though you are determined 
to perſuade. me that I am not happy.“ 
«© Pardon me, Miſs Clarendon,” ſaid I, 
for the 1mpertinence of ſuppoſing that 
your enlightened mind can for.a moment, 
be unharmonious: the abode of inno- 
cence cannot be otherwiſe than tranquil ; 
believe you are every thing you wiſh 


to be.” 


39 


« How provoking you are; anſwered 


Miſ Clarendon ; © indeed, indeed, you 


are too ſarcaſtic, —Do you really think 
that I am what I wiſh to be?“ FR 
« Certainly;” replied I, © from the 
conviction, that you may be any thing 
you pleaſe. There is nothing mortal, 
which worth like your's cannot command.” 
"Den why. do you ſuppoſe, I am not 
happy! | |; 
«© Becauſe,” anſwered I, < there is a 
buſy, barbarous fiend, called ſenſibility.” — 
« Again I conjure you not to ſtrike 


that chord;” ſaid Miſs Clarendon, “ it 
will not bear vibration. The plant that 
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ſhrinks ſrom the touch of mortals, revives 
again; but ſenſibility cannot endure the 
preſſure of the rude hand of ſorrow !” 

«© Of ſorrow !” exclaimed J,“ Gracious 
God! gifted as you are, amiable, unof- 
fending, mild, compaſſionate ! lives there 
a beit capable of inflicting a Pang on 
ſuch a boſom ?” 

How can you aſk ſo abſurd a queſ- 
tion?” ſaid Miſs Clarendon. © You 
know that ſuch a being does exiſt.” — | 
Name him,” anſwered IJ. I ſhould 
like to puniſh ſuch a monſter. Give me 
but your authority, and "1 
- Hold, I conjure you, " ſaid ſhe; 1 
do not accuſe any one; indeed I do not. 
Your impreſſive manner has quite alarm- 
ed me.—I do not t complain, although 
Lord Acreland 
Is it Lord Acreland, Madam,” ſaid 
I, © who has the happineſs to excite this 
tender agitation? Since you are ſo very 
eager to inſure his ſaſety, Heaven forbid 
that I ſhould ſeek to endanger it—even 
for a moment. I was miſtaken ; you 
muſt forgive my zeal. I thought you 

= had 
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had cauſe for „ I find my- 
ſelf deceived.” . ( 

How can you hold fuch language 5 
anſwered Miſs Clarendon; ** ungenerous 
as you are, Iwill not reproach you: in a, 
few days I ſhall be the wife of Lord Acre- 
land, you will then perceive whether or 
not I am happy. But remember, Charles, 
though I can deteſt Lord Acreland, I can 
value my own honour ! and when I have 
once had the courage to be wretched, I 
ſhall alſo have ſtrength of mind to avoid 
temptation.” _ 

We were now interrapted by 145 
Watkins, who defired me to gather her 
ſome grapes, which hung over the door of 
the hermitage. I obeyed her commands, 
not forgetting to ſelect the moſt delicious 
offering for my angelic monitreſs, who- 
aſſiſted me in my taſk. She thanked me 
with ſuch ſweet impreſſive grace, that 1 
would have made a pilgrimage to Mecca 
for ſuch another ſinile ! ty | 
„ You are very kind,” faid ſhe: 1 
feel my ſpirits more compoſed.” _ 

G Thank 
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expiate it by a life of penitence.” 
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“Thank Heaven!“ exclaimed [ : “may 
they never again be ruffled by e 
ſorrow, or officious impertinence.“ 

A reproachful glance again filenced me. 


% What am I to conclude from ſuch ex- 


traordinary ſeverity ?!* ſaid Miſs Claren- 
don: “ you know how to ſoothe afflic- 


tion, but you know alſo how to remind 


the ſufferer of the obligation. Oh! Mr. 
Belmont ! believe me there is leſs merit in 
remedying thoſe evils that we ourſelves 
occaſion, than in relieving diſtreſs which 


ſprings from other ſources. The former 


is but an act of juſtice, the latter has the 
ſeal of humanity, which renders the deed 
immortal. Let your heart be honeſt, be- 
fore it is oſtentatious. When you are 
fel f- acquitted, take upon you the taſk of 
reproof; it will then become you.“ 

« Self-acquitted ! Gracious God!“ faid 
I; © have I ever ſinned againſt you, Mis 
Clarendon ? Have I ever been ſo unfor- 
tunate as to cauſe you a moment's ui-eafi- 


neſs? If 1 am fo curſed, tell me, at 


leaſt, the nature of my crime, and | will 


£6 Why 
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«© Why do you diſlike Lord Acteland os 
faid ſhe. ; 

« Becauſe I cannot pay court to the 
empty ſound of a title, where I find fo 
little virtue to give it conſequence.” 


Have you no other realon?” ſaid 


Miſs Clarendon, with a ſerious and ſolemn 
tone. 
I underſtood her meaning: I could 
have anſwered—* Yes, Lord Acreland is 
to be the huſband of the lovelieſt of wo- 
men!” but I preferred her happineſs to 
my own, and remained filent. Had 1 
been rich, had I been only independent, 
do not think I ſhould have evinced ſuch 


forbearance. 


« Come,” ſaid Lady Watkins, © Jet us 


return to the abbey; Sir Philip and my 


brother will be impatient for our com- 


pany: it grows late; the dew riſes faſt, 
and I ſhall be a tedious white geting: 
back.” DOT 


© Let us ſtay only five minutes,” an- 


ſwered Miſs Clarendon.; © happineſs, 18 


not long: lived in this world of vexation;. 
G 5 and 
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and why ſhould we endeavour to render 
it ſtill more tranſient ? 

« Nay, my love,” ſaid Lady Watkins, 
* if you are happy here, I will not hurry 
you away; but the abbey is more ſuited to 
the time of the evening, and you may be 
as happy there, if you wiſh it; the ſo- 
ciety will be the ſame.” “ 

Not exactly,“ anſwered e 
« but 1 am ready to attend you.” 

We quitted the hermitage, and haſten- 
ed through the wood. 

« How different is this y Ge 
from thoſe I ſhall ſhortly be condemned 
to witneſs !” continued Miſs Clarendon. 

% Why ſay condemned to witneſs?” re- 
plied Lady Watkins. All the proſpeds 
before you are gay, magnificent, attrac- 
tive, and replete with ſplendour 1” 

* deteſt every thing that is ſplendid,” 5 
ſaid Miſs Clarendon. 

i poffible that one ſo formed by 
nature to adorn a court can deteſt the idea 
of magnificence?” anſwered I. Can 


you ſeriouſly think as you ſpeak, Miſs 
| Cla- 
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Clarendon? You will ſoon change yqur 
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opinion, when the pomp of rank and the 
adulation or crowds ſhall follow your 


footſteps.” 


« How little do you know mel ” faid 
ſhe; 1 would rather live in a moun- 
tain hut, with an amiable object, than be 


the moſt admired ornament of -y court 


in 1 


When you are the wife af: Lord 


Acreland,“ faid Lady Watkins, ſmiling, 


“ yow- will forget theſe romantic flights.” 

« When I am the wife 'of Lord Acre- 
land,” anſwered Miſs Clarendon, grave- 
ly, © I ſhall be capable of forgetting. 
every -gencrous, noble, and diſintereſted 
ſentiment. Thank Heaven, that Prog is 


pet far diſtant.” | 


An unuſual degree of 3 joy agitated my 
heart when ſhe pronounced theſe words, 
for they were accompanied with A Jook. 
more than ſignificant! I dare not de- 


ſcribe it—it can only be felt! 


The landfcape was now beautifully ſe- 


rene ; every object was tinged with a crim- 


ſon hue, reflected from the clouds that, 


G6 


* 


rolled 
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rolled round the retiring ſun: the abbey 
windows caught their blaze, and were 
brilliantly illumined. I looked frequently 
back, and could ſcarcely diſcern the fa- 
vourite hermitage : all that had occurred 
there, now ruſhed: acroſs my brain. I 
ought—oh ! my friend, I ought to forget 
it: ſuch moments of delight paſs like the 
lightning's flaſh, leaving the ſcene around 
more dark and more terrific 
When we reached the temple, we 
found the deſſert ſtill upon the table, but 
the Knight and Sir Philip had returned to 
the abbey. © This place is too cold for 
me,” ſaid Lady Watkins. 
I will drink a glaſs of iced water and 
follow you,” anſwered Miſs Clarendon ; 
I feel myſelf faint and overwhelmed. — 
Mr. Belmont, I beg you to take care of 
my goed aunt: I ſhall overtake you in 
an inſtant.” She aſcended the marble 
ſteps feebly—1 followed her involunta- 
rily 
| S Go, go,” faid ſhe; 25 Lady Wat- 
kins is fatigued with her long ws ſhe 
will wit the EN: of your arm.” | 
Let 
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* Let me aſſiſt you, anſwered I, tak- 
ing the decanter from her; my hand un · 
deſignedly preſſed her's : I could not arti- 
culate another word. The ſenſation was 
undeſeribable I offered her the glaſs of 
water; ſhe took it, and with downcaſt 
eyes put it to her lips. The ſudden pale- 
neſs of her cheek, the tremulous motion 
of her hand, increaſed my embarraſſment 
ſhe fighed—I thought tenderlyl— Oh! 
ſuch a moment would recompenſe me for 
whole years of agony ! 

From the temple, which was pte 
by pillars of white marble, we command- 
ed a perfect view of the park lodge; and 
while we were abſorbed in this delicious 
reverie, a courier entered the gate—a. 
poſt-chaiſe and four immediately follow- 
ed. Tis Lord Acreland!“ exclaimed 
Miſs Clarendon, and inſtantly fainted. 

I caught her in my arms; judge of my 
ſituation: alone, with ſuch a being—at 
the calm hour of twilight ſhe, beautiful 
as an angel !—inſenſible! I! O God! 
bow ſhall J deſcribe my feelings? 
„ I knelt, 
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I knelt, and ſupported her; her arm 
hung over my ſhoulder; her cheek 
touched mine: it was cold—ſhe ſcarcely 
breathed. I beheld her with tendernet; 
ſo pure, that I would not have profaned 
that cheek for all that the univerſe could 
offer! 

While I was thus perplexed, agitated, 
overwhelmed, Sir Edward entered the 
temple! Tis not in the power of lan- 
guage to delineate his countenance. I 
| attempted to explain the cauſe of our 

awkward fituation ; my voice faultered. 

2 Spare yourſelf the trouble of adding 
the crime of falſhood to the baſeneſs of 
ingratitude, ſaid he; my daughter's 
infamy cannot be concealed : meet your 
patron, Sir Philip, and myſell, in nalf an 
hour; you will find us in the Hbrary.— 
As for this wretched girl,” continued Sir 
Edward, I command you inſtantly to 
leave her: I will ſend my ſiſter to her; 
ſhe ſhall at leaſt know the authority of a 
father; and be aſſured, e you thall 


e your reward alto.” R 
Ms 7 | 


ANGELINA., — 


c Sir Edward,” anſwered I, “ this cru- 
elty ſurpaſſes comprehenſion! I will 
meet your worſt reproaches: but I will 
not leave this angel in her preſent ſtate; 
this pure, this perſecuted angel!“ 
„As to her purity,” replied Sir Ed- 
ward, I believe her puniſhment will be 
_ equal to her crime; I am the beſt judge 
how far ſhe is perſecuted. Come, Sir, 
no more excuſes: I had rather fee her 


dead, than in this fituation, W 5 


diſhonoured!“ 

« I can deſpiſe ſuch flander,” ſaid I; 
« and fince you have inſulted me by ſo 
groſs an inſinuation, I will alſo diſdain 
your threats.” —He now approached me 
with the fury of a fiend. She ſtill lay 
ſenſeleſs on my arm: the gloom prevent- 
ed my ſeeing her features diſtinaly, I _ 
trembled with rage and horror; I touched 
her cheek, it was ſtill as cold as marble. 
Diſtraction almoſt triumphed over my fa- 
culties. I placed my hand upon her fide ; 
her heart palpitated, and a gleam of con- 
ſolation again reſcued me from frenzy.—. 
Sir Edward now loſt every ſenſe of hu- 

man 
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man udneſt every ſhadow of Ws 7 


rum. Quit her this inſtant,” ſaid he; 
&* or I will drag her from your hold, un- 
grateful villain !” 

Rouſed by the epithet, I forgot my 


precious charge, and ſuddenly roſe: ſhe | 


fell upon the marble pavement with vio- 


lence. I inſtantly recollected what I had 


done : my diſtraction was complete. I 
gently raiſed her. Her white forehead 
was ſtained with blood: I could juſt per- 
ceive it by the faint light. . Reaſon now 
forſook me. — © Oh! barbarous mon- 
| ſter!” ſaid I, you have deſtroyed her! 
EF truſt your vengeance is appeaſed : if 


you will not call aſſiſtance, by Heavens I 


will alarm the family. Iwill not be ac- 

ceffary to this unnatural murder!?“ 
My frenzy alarmed him; he left the 

_ temple, uttering curſes on his child. The 


effuſion of blood recalled the ſufferer to 
Kiffe. Where am [ ?” faid ſhe, 


- | preſſed her to my heart. Thank 
God! thank God!“ was all that I could 
utter. . Mr. Belmont * ſaid ſhe. 

101 wont bia Fear 
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« Fear nothing, you are ſafe,” an- 
fwered I; © let me aſſiſt you to riſe: you 
have hurt yourſelf in falling ; do not be 
alarmed, I will periſh in the defence of 
your honour, or your peace of mind, 
they are both ſacred.” 

I raiſed her from the ground ; ſhe had 
not ſtrength to ſupport herſelf. I led her 
to a chair near the ſteps of the temple, 
and inſtantly flew towards the abbey.— 
Sir Philip and Lady Watkins met me.— 
c Charles,” ſaid the latter, what is 
this I have heard? Where is Miſs Cla- 
rendon?“ “ By all that is ſacred, I am 
incapable of a diſhonourable action,” 
anſwered J. There is no n for a 
defence, where there is no crime.” 

We returned to Miſs Clarendon ; by 
this time the ſervants were haſtening to- 
wards us with lights. Lord Acreland 
followed them. When they came to the 


temple, the ſcene was horrible: the poor 


ſufferer was leaning againſt the marble 
pillar, which was ſtained with the blood 
towing from her forehead. Her face was 
the emblem of death; ber lips were co- 


lourleſs, 
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Jourleſs, ber eyes . her fpeech in- 
articulate. 


„ She will die!“ exclaimed Lady Wat. 


kins. Oh Charles! what have you 
done?“ 


„ What has Sir Edward done: 2 an- 


ſwered I, (He only was the cauſe of this 


diſaſter— and Heaven will curſe him for it. 
If ſhe expires, by all that is ſacred he hal 


not ſurvive her.” 


Non me hafty, young man,” ſaid 


Lord Acreland. * You have loſt your 
reaſon, and want advice to regain it.” _ 

4 have not loſt my honour, Lord 
Acreland,” anſwered I, © and will defend 
it; therefore keep your counſel for a more 
convenient moment; — while Miſs Claren- 
don is in danger, I am n to be 
found.“ 
Lady Watkins and a female ſervant 
bound their handkerchiefs round Mis 
Clarendon's forehead, and with ſome dit- 
| ficulty we conveyed her to the abbey.— 
She immediately retired to her chamber, 
and JI haſtened to the library to meet her 
father. 

Jn 
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In the hall I met Sir Philip, he inſiſted 
on being preſent. My old friend and 
kinſman,” ſaid he, © will not be ſo wrong- 
headed as to reſent a misfortune that at- 
tached no blame to you. I know you, 
my boy.; and, old as I am, will puniſh 
any man who ſhall dare ſuſpect you of a 
diſhonourable action. I will ſettle this 
buſineſs properly, —you muſt forget and 
forgive on both ſides. He led me out of 
the hall we ſtood upon the _ of the 
portico. | 
« I may forgive the i injurious ſuſpicions 
of a father, jealous of a daughter's ho- 
nour, ſaid , * but how ſhall I * the 
name of—villain ? 

« Charles,” anſwered Sir Philip ; & you 
know that IT have always loved you as a 
lon. My wife has not been ſparing of af- 
ſection; Sir Edward is her brother. He 
is the parent of Miſs Clarendon ; his man- 
ners are uncouth, his temper ferocious, 
his mind overbearing. Conſider all theſe 
creumſtances ; reflect on the grief any 
aſh act on your part would occaſion to 


the 
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the whole family. Think only for a mo- 
ment what Sophia would ſuffer.” 

c Sophia!“ exclaimed IJ. Oh! Si 
Philip ; you will make me infamous : you 
will take from me all that ſenſe of honour 
which diſtinguiſhes the worthy from the 
baſe; I entreat you not to name Sophia.” 

« Her fate, continued Sir Philip, 
& would be terrible !—Should her father 


fall, ſhe will confider herſelf as the occa- 


fion of his death ; her abhorrence of you 


would be augmented by the remembrance 


of your attachment to my family; Lady 
Watkins would expire with grief, to think 
that ſhe had cherifhed in her boſom the 


murderer of her brother.” 


How ſhall I heal the wound my ho- 


nour has received, Sir Philip?“ 

He patient till to-morrow ;” anſwer- 
ed this worthieſt of mortals; „only avoid 
Sir Edward to-night—I will make him 
ſenfible of his improper conduct before he 
ſleeps. Charles, you cannot refuſe your 


99 


old friend this ſmall requeſt—he' never 
denied you any thing.” 
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Iwill obey you, Sir Philip but re- 
member, that the moment I ceaſe to be 
the character which you have eſteemed 
I ſhall not value my exiſtence.” 

« Not a word more, I conjure you, my 
dear Charles,” ſaid Sir Philip. Lady 
Watkins's voice interrupted the converſa- 
tion. They returned to the library, and T 
retired to my chamber, where 1 conclude 
this letter. 

I have endeavoured to give you a cor- 
rect account of this day's misfortunes. 
When I began the long and mournful 
detail, how different were my ſenſations 
rom thoſe which I now experience! But 
life is a labyrinth, where every roſe con- 
ceals a thorn to wound the wretehed tra- 
veller. I hear voices in Miſs Clarendon's 
chamber, only a thin partition divides it | 
from mine.— Perhaps ſhe is worſe.—-I 80 
to inquire. 

Sophia is compoſed and eaſy ;—her nah 
informed me that ſhe was inclined to ſleep. 
—O God! when ſhall I ſleep again? 

CHARLES —_ 


LET. 
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LETTER XIII 


Lord ACRELAND to Sir Gronck FAIR- 
# FORD. 


| Clarendon Abbey. 
SHOULD have anſwered your leiter 


ſooner, but it arrived in Cavendiſh 
Square after I had left town, and was for- 
warded to me at Clarendon Abbey. 

You have ſuffered your credulity to be 
| impoſed upon ; the adventure you ſo pu- 
thetically deſcribe would make ſome im- 
preſſion in the pages of romance; but! 
am a man of the world, and my mode of 
reaſoning is not eaſily bewildered in the 
mazes of poetical fancy. N 

The perſon after whom I requeſt ed you 
to make inquiries, cannot poftibly be the 
female whom you deſcribe as the Lady 
of the Mountains.“ Mrs. Sydenham bad 
too much rinchinſoglalte to facrifice” her 
time in ſo ſentimental a ſecluſion; the 
mult have been too ſenſible of her perfec- 
tions, to let them remain in ſuch total ob- 
- 60 | ſcurity. 
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ſcurity. Be aſſured, that vanity is a pre- 
dominant feature in the character of wo- 
man; and though many of the ſex are 
giſted with the moſt exquiſite ſenſibility, 
neglect always awakens that pride, which 
enables them to reſiſt deſpondency. | 

I could not help ſmiling at the melan- 


choly deſcription you gave of the moon- 


light adventure ; why, my worthy friend, 
thou art a perfect Quixote! ready to en- 
counter all the dangers, and all the won- 
ders, of mountains, cataracts, midnight 
glooms, ſpectres, haunted caſtles, and fo- 
reſts, whoſe impervious ſhades are the ſup- 


poſed reſort of Genii, only begotten in 


the infected brain of a romantic knight- 
errant. Truſt me, Sir George, the amiable 
woman I wiſh to find, would more proba- 
bly be the inmate of a decent farm-houſe. 
and the aflociate of fimple honeſt ſouls, 
than the inhabitant of the dreary abode 
which you have ſo poetically deſcribed ! 
Previous to my ſetting out from London 
I imparted: the taſk I requeſted you to per- 
form to my fiſter ; who aſſured me, that 
the amiable, the unfortunate Angelina, 
| 2 was, 
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Was, a fince,,.xeleaſed from a world of 
ſorrow ;; but as I do not exactly give credit 
to all that Lady Selina reports, I. have {ill 
ſome doubts reſpecting her information. 
Let, as for the laſt four years, no applica- 
tion has been made to my agent, for the 
payment of Mrs. Sydenham's ſettlement, 
I think a farther ſearch. will be uſeleſs; 
follow your own fancy, however; and if 


any diſcovery takes place, rere the 


carlieſt information. Fabien Ts : 
My marriage with Miſs 1 will 
be celebrated as ſoon as, ſhe is recovered 
fromanunlucky accident which has befallen 
her. Aſter the ceremony I ſhall convey 
her into Suſſex. The ſea breezes will 
prove beneficial to her health, which has, 
for ſome time, been evidently. declining. 
Sir Edward's conduct reſpecting his daugh- 
ter's fortune has been handſome in the ex- 
treme — ſeventy thouſand, down; and Cla- 
rendon Abbey at his death! No bad bar- 
gain, Sir George. Indeed, the city is the 
only place to patch up a ſhattered credit; 
the coffers of gold, ſnugly heaped toge- 
ther on the caſt fide of Saint Paul's, are 
excellent 
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excellent props for a trembling. fabric of 
faſhionable diſſipation ; and a wife, edu- 
cated in the ſober tenets of mercantile cal- 
culation, is a more rational companion 
than a Lady Charlotte, or Lady Jane, 
whoſe days have been an unvarying ſcene 
of ſplendid embarraſſment; and whoſe 
nights have been ſacrificed to rapacious 
aſſociates; where, plunged in the vortex 
of a gaming table, health, fame, and for- 
tune, after a painſul ſtruggle, ſink in the 
abyſs of inevitable deſtruction] You will 
laugh” at my moralizing; but, in fact, 
aſter all that we ean ſay in deſence of our- 
ſelves, the pooreſt peaſant enjoys more 
happineſs in that ſweet reſt which follows 
„labour, than the moſt luxurious ſon of in- 
z. dolence can boaſt on 58 Sc bet f uſcles 
1- nagnificence. 511 

x- WM Mis — is really a very charm- 
a- Jing girl! The ſmoky regions, in which 
r- We has lately been condemned to paſs her 
he hours, have not dimmed the luſtre of her 
it; alents; and I ſhall not bluſh to preſent 
ber, with all her native graces, to that 
circle, where admiration will confirm my 
Vonbl. * choice, 
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choice, and the envy of her own ſex pro- 
claim the ſuperiority of her attractions 

| I have been at Clarendon Abbey theſe 
two days; and, I afſure you, I never was 
more amuſed than I have been by the 
ſtupid vulgarity of my wealthy hoſt : he is 
as unlike the ſociety I have been accuſtom- 
ed to, as if he belonged to another ſpecies 
of the breathing race; I am now con- 
vinced that the greateſt miſers will ſome- 
times become prodigals through oſtenta- 
tion; and when once the frozen ſoul of 
avarice begins to thaw, it overflows all 
the bounds of reaſon or propriety. Sir 
Edward is a living inſtance of this remark; 
His kindneſs is of ſo cloying a nature, that 
the very heart of friendſhip fickens at it; 
he miſtakes profuſion for hoſpitality, and 
magnificence for taſte : his attention fa- 
tigues, and his converſation diſguſls: J 

am not ſuffered to think for myſelf during 
the routine of the twenty-four hours; 
in the morning I am rouzed at eight 
-o'dlock, long before my uſual time, to 
partake of a ſplendid breakfaſt, prepared 
in the Turkiſh Pavilion At noon I am 
_ dragged, 
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dragged, ſcorching in the ſun, to view the 
Glouceſterſhire hills from, the fartheſt end 
of the park. At dinner I am entreated to 
cat of every thing, and compelled to drink 


till the ſun ſets; even then my taſk; of 


toil does not ſubſide ; a profuſe ſupper 
cloſes the day, when I am ſuffered to re- 
tire, overwhelmed. with fatigue; feveriſh, 


half intoxicated, deteſting Sir Edward, and 


out of humour wäth myſelf ſor my ſtupid 
compliance with his tireſome propoſitions. 


Then the language of the man is ſo per- 
. fectly ridiculous and uncouth, 8 my Lor " 5 


and “ your Lordſhip,“ conſtitute, at leaſt, 
one half of the words that ne his 
converſation. | 

© You ſee, my Ja we i ben to 
live,“ ſaid Sir Edward this morning, while 


cutting a pine apple at breakfaſt ; don't 


imagine that all good things are confined 
to the tables of the nobility: I aſſure your 
Lordſhip, that my pinery is one of the 
firſt in the kingdom, let the other be where 
it will ; to be ſure it has coſt me a world 
of money but no matter for that; life is 
not life, my Lord, without good eating 


H 2 | and 
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and drinking. Then, there's my cellar ! 
there is not a duke, I may ſay a prince, 
in Europe, who has better wine; thank 
God, I live as well as any Lord in the 
land! will your Lordſhip taſte my fron- 
tiniac ?” 

I thank you, Sir Edward, but I never 
drink wine in the morning.” | 

% So much the worſe for you, my 

Lord,” anſwered the Knight; I hate 
flip-flops, I never taſte tea, tis only fit 
for women and coxcombs.” 
Jou are very civil, I muſt confeſs ;” 
faid Lady Watkins, ſettling her elbows, 
and diſplaying her long ruffles ; “ don't 
| you ice, brother, that Lord Acreland takes 
tea in preference to wine ? a proof, I think, 
of his good breeding ; for there is nothing 


ſo truly plebeian as guzzling from morn- 


ing till night, in the way you do; I am 


ſure it is no wonder that you are ſuch a 


monſtrous porpoiſe.” _ 
[66 Why yes,” replied Sir Edward, « all 


the city wi bear witneſs that 1 am of ſome 


weight,” 
6 So 


LEN ao. 
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« So is an elephant, brother;“ faid 
Lady Watkins, fanning herſelf with pe- 
culiar grace * and I really am at a lofs 
to ſay, which i is the greateſt curioſity of of the 
two!“ 

% Mind your own bufineſs, and look 
at home for beauty;” replied Sir Ed- 
ward: *© why, I appeal to my Lord, if 
you don't look like the wax Qucen Eliza- 
beth in Weſtminſter Abbey Who made 
you a judge of gentility? I ſhould not 
think of taking leſſons from a Welch 
mountaineer ! hey, my Lord ?” 
| Here a loud laugh totally diſconcerted 
the venerable lady for ſome moments ; at 
laſt, recovering her ſpeech, ſhe replicd, 
« Your vulgarity, brother, is pretty noto- 
rious, and I am only aſtoniſhed that a man 
of real faſhion ſhould condeſcend to form 
an alliance with ſach a mercenary Hotten- 
tot. You have almoſt broken your daugh- 
ter's heart, but you cannot break mine. I 
ſhall leave the abbey to-morrow ; Sir Phi- 
lip may remain here, if he thinks pr oper.” 
Again a loud laugh from Sir Edward.— 
Lady Watkins continued. 

H z * mall 
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4 1 Mall not quit the table, my reſpect 
for? Lune" Acreland will detain "me till 
breakfaſt is over, when, you may be afſur- 
ed; T ſhall withdraw; * bear would be a 
x mote deſirable i companion, in my opinion, 
for, at leaſt; one might have tlie pleaſure 
of keeping -hoiifia muzzled.” 8 
J endeavoured to accommodate this un- 
lucky diſpute, but in vain; for the more 
Lady Watkins was diſconcerted, the more 
Sir Edward, « by nodding and winking, 
| evinced his ſatisfaction. At'lafſt; unable 
to bear his coarſe attacks, and abſolutely. 
mortified by his grimace, ſhe roſe with 
moſt majeftic ſcorn, and after politely in- 
quiring whether I had any commands to 
town, left 4s er 0g! 8 
followed. 7 
146," Thank: God: Wey are off l= "YO 
ed Sir Edward; Now well n a walk, 
r * 
1 * Ne a wes me,” a FL 
hape letters to write. LIVE. 7, 
1 can eaſe yout Tondlliper that bur- 
then? anfwered' the Knight ; you may 
let young Belmont write them; Hel do 


* 
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it in the twinkling of an eye; my clerks 
always write my letters; tis Belmont' 8 
buſineſs, and he has nothing elſt to do; ; 
'twill keep his hand in let the young 


ones work; I have toiled many a long 


year, or I ſhould never have been as icy 
as I am. Come, come, my Lord, let's loſe 
no time; your: Lordſhip. has not ſeen my 


hot-houſes, now the ſun is upon them, 
you will ſee the t in . Your! gy 


tection !“ 
„The heat will wie arp, Sir 
Edward ;” anſwered I. 

9 Well, well,” faid WY « if we Sand it 
gt hot, We can adjourn to the grotto; 
your Lordſhip will think that cold enough, 
I warrant. And let me tell you, for your 
government, there i:n't a cooler retreat in 
the three kingdoms than my grotto ! tis 
made of Briſtol ſpar, and a ſpring runs 
through it, that would e eee 
body, as one may ſa gg 235. 
Af fo,” anſwered L, 5 do you not 


think that the ſudden tranſition from ſuflo- 


cating heat to ne. ene Frome 
augen N. e 085.34 e 
H 4 6 I fa 
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0: u5%; find you are but a puny one, my 
Lord,” replied the accompliſhed Knight. 
ou ſhall have your own way. But! 
inſiſt on your ſeeing the! Roman! arch 
which ſtands at the entrance of the wil- 
gerneſs; it was n all 1 adn 
Haly, 8 
480% Moſt ie nnen iH it 18 
Rom 21005 bs aDourmomod APR; 
5 © Yes,” 1 Sir Edward, 135: but 
Tn have it down; I hate rubbiſh, and 
ruins of every fort; they ſerve as a kind of 
memento, my Lord, and we eits like to 
ſce things look flouriſhing. Neither do! 
reliſh: the pedeſtal, and the urn, that 
ſtands in the middle of the wilderneſs; to 
be ſure, it coſt a power of money; and 
tliey ſay, it oontained the aſhes of a Ro- 
man emperor. My ſiſter Jaley could 
tclyou, all about it I think ſhe called 
hin, Hell-i-ozgabble-ns, or ſome fach 
queer name. Tis a diſmal piece of buſi- 
nets, and always: mr me in mind ” 
deakd%307 bit ND ne 
„ Tis rather a certainly,“ an- 


e. I, « that the remains of one, who 
3 | 24 | 4 1 | lived 
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lived centuries ago, ſhould remind you of 


| mortality.“ He proceeded. W 5G 


] ſee nothing to admire in fuch traſh, 
my Lord; I had rather be maſter of a few. 
iron cheſts, well crammed, than of all the 
Roman urns, filled with duſt, in the crea- 
tion.” £14 


80 many,“ . Lf wodd: ren- 
* them common, and en *. 


an their value“ 5111115 
5e .»continned-»/Bir- /Edwatd, 


65 ee Mr. Bronze, the traveller; why, 


he made me a preſent of ſome medals 


found in the place which was ſwallowed 


up by red hot cinders I forgot the name, 
'twas ſomething about Hercules; I had all 
the filth and verdigreaſe ſcoured off, to ſee. 
who coined em, but the devil a bit the 


wiſer was I! 1 couldn't make out a letter! 


S0 I gave em to my ſiſter Juley, who is 
fond of ſuch knick-knacks. ile it 
Lou muſt excuſe me, Sir Edward,“ 
anſwered I, interrupting this intereſting. 
intelligence; I. en have leilem, to 

rite.” Mains „ 


$3 
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attend“ your Lordſhip to the 1. 
brary,” ſaid he, where you will find 
pens ink, and paper; don't be "ſparing of 
either, my Lord; I buy Paper in Jarge 
quantities; 1 it don't c6ft 'me Half what 
your” Lordſhip gives Tor it, becduſe we 
citizens always pay ready money.” 
„ Pantuality is WE! foul of bub," 
anf wered J. n eien oft, 
Aye, tts ſoul 45d body too, my 
Lords“ replied Sir Edward; . for it pre- 

ſerdes tlie preſent and provides for the 
future, as dne may ſay. And, after all, 
there's nothing Hke taking care of the 
main chatice': 5 "the world is a fort of a lot- 
tery=we can't all bave prizes; ſome 
draw” money, and ſome draw titles, and 
ſome draw blanks I have the firſt,” you 
have the ſecond, and thoſe that — the 
third, muft Wale the beſt on't.“ 

t is our duty, Sant 4 to afſiſt 
Mole ho are leſs fortunate than our- 8 
ſelves.” mn e | 
« ean t that; my Lord,“ tepled 
the Knight; e e are all born with hands, 


alid one can work as well as another.“ 
3 4 But 
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ſaid 1. r II arortyy : TRITOIAG | F115 <p» 

104,80: much the better,” anſwered. Sir 
Edward, they only lead: people into 
ſolly Why, there is ſiſter Pengwynn; 
they call her a woman of talents, and what 
does ſhe get by em ꝰ Why, ſhe is an old 
maid at fiſty l If ſhe had been like other 
folks, ſhe might have got a rich huſband; 
and have had all: the luxuries of life 
Talents, now-a- days, have little refpect 
paid to em; they enjoy but a life of favs 
vution, as one may ſay. I hate: men of 
talents for this cauſe, my Lord; thay ure 
damned poor and damned · impudent: for 
which reaſon they never darken my doors.” 
4216s The poverty, too:often' the companion 
of / talents, in this country, is'a >, alin 
diſer 8 i | * ſaid ' WY pan 4 278 #1. 10 
* As to the credit of. the ken 
ſwered Sir Edward, 5 look upon Change! 
there you'll ſee it flouriſhing ein all its 
glory ; but you won't find many nen of 
talents there, I can promiſe you. We 
look ſharp after the ſubſtantials, and leave 
on ſhadows to your end of the town: we 
— ao H. 6 are 


\ 


„ . 
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this 3 a we entered the li- 
Dane of owe N. . 1} 

though 1-can't ay Tm over fond of read- 
ing L have had them futbiſhed up, how- 


ever, ſinoe l purebaſed” them; twas an 


expenſive jobbs 1 had all the old volumes 
new bound and gilt; all thoſe in foreign 
languages I have removed into the lumber 


room: ſome old muſty manuſcripts I or- 


dered . ſo be&burnts ſo that re with dreſ- 
ing; anti decorating, and routing, and 
burning; the ſhelves make a tolerably gen- 
tee}; appearance. I have added ſome choice 
books, to the collection. Smitb's Wealth 
of Nations; Anderſon on Commerce; 

Stewart's» Volieical ——_—_— . — 


Mam his own 8 ang A n more 2 


then like: nothing better than minding 


buſineſs fortune muſt be courted—plea- 
ſure always ſollows. All the oppoſite ſide 


belongs to my e. the Poets, 
1 Shakſf peare, 


37 f; 
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Shakſpeare, Novels, Magaaines, and 
ſuch like nonſenſe, only fit ſor women and 
fools. oe nnn won t want amuſe- 
ment.“ 910 9 98! be Ad ECAC TV 3, CA 

fat myſelf down an A db tablet 
Sir Edward underſtood the hint. 

J ſee, my Lord, the turtle is come'! 
They are bringing it up the park! Will 


you excuſe an per Ss fog} a mo- 


ment 2% 440113 £4, 4 A TCH Ss 
«Moſt e n as — as yon 
pleaſe, anſwered I. Sir Edward now 
releaſed me, and I began my letter. 1 
had ſcarcely written three lines, when a 
ſervant entered with a plate of Sandwich's, 
and a decanter of Madeira. I declined 
both; and again reſumed my pen. Be- 
fore I had finiſhed ehe, ene Sir 
Edward returned. : 
«My Lord, we are jo We to . 
the fiſh-pond; full of -e 
hy Lordſhip ſee the buſineſs?” > 1. 14s 
J wiſhed him in his pond, with bie carp, 
with all my ſoul Yet I foi far governed 
my vexation, as to decline his / propoſal 
with a tolerable degree of temper: Jam 
no 


* 
* 
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no epicure, Sir n ſaid „any 
fiſh will do for me.“ e BEM 1 | 
80 much the 9 for you, my 
Lord;“ anſwered the Knight. When ! 
am in town I generally ſtep to Billinſgate 
and buy my own fit 
very 1 3h 10 be continuing my 
letter. Hm, \f KY Ar 145 Why ar 44 
„ Fiſh is an \exeolenit thing / when eat 
with Quin's ſauce !” faid Sir Edward; I 
never ſuffer a firſt enn to Fapyoer with- 
dut it. Praga e reps ly: 
1 —_ 15 *. bear. abel, * 
writing. TER ee 
de We will 15500 the turtle to-worro, 
my Fun,; 5 
e When you pleaſe ;” nie "y with- 
out taking my eyes off the paper. But 
if you will proceed to your fiſn-pond, I 
1 will immediately follow. My letter muſt 
go by _ wy" 5 pos it is tack Wut. 
quence.” 
os Shall fend Belmont to gig it for 
you, my n Je 4p" 
„ No, no, ' anfrcred 1; «his writing 


von t do for me. KIT le l 
Of "1 He 
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% He writes a fine mercantile Gn =" 
Now: ” ſaid Sir Edward. | | 


„Will you have the coadbed wind 
the way?” anſwered 1; „1 thall be with 
you in five minutes.” - He left the library 


not perfectly ſatisfied with my impatient 
tone of voice. The inſtant he was out- 
fide the door, in came Lady Watkins. 
„ My brother is gone to ſee the mira- 
culous draught of fiſhes! — is a — 
being! in ſaid fhe. 
« He is indeed, | Lady Watkins yy an- 

ſwered AW 


4. 1 am : tormented to death in ; this vi houſe, | 


* 20 ami . Lady walks v fo 2 

« One has not a moment to! one's ſelf, | 
my Lord.“ a 
J am perfectly of your nn an- 
ſwered I; * therefore I will take another 
opportunity to finifh my letter.“ So ſay- 
ing, I folded up the paper, and accom- 
panied Lady Watkins to the fiſh:pond. 

We were hailed by Sir Edward; with, 
ny Make haſte ! here's a ſhew that would 
Bor the whole city in an uproar ! Such 


carp! 
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carp i ſuch jack l why, my . waters 
at the very ſight of em: how I long to 
eat em ! |: Now's your time, my Lord 
pick and chooſe. tt IA mE 
te Indeed, Sir Edward,“ anſwered „ 
u it is a matter of perſect indifference to 
me; J am really no epicure, and under- 
ſtand very little about cooking. 
%% My brother underſtands nothing 
elſe; ſaid Lady Watkins 
„ like that!“ exclaimed the Knight: 
How came I to get a fortune then, that 
would buy a title for Sophy? When our 
_ vas firſt taken into partnerſhip by 
Mr. Agio, the Genoa: merchant, abe 
he didn't think that his grand- d- 
would marry a Lord.“ Db £23064 LO 7 N 
Lady Watkins was near fainting with 
confuſion. Tou may depreciate: oor 
anceſiors as much /as, you.pleaſe, brother, 
ſaid ſhe, but our mother was of a noble 
family, and related to people of the firſt 
conſequence! Was ſhe nat couſin” to the 
Winpennys, of Winpenny+Hall ? and 
did not her uncle's youngeſt ſon; marry the 


wa daughter of Sir Leonard Lovegain, 
3” ot 
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of Lovegain Caſtle? Was not her godfa- 
ther, Lord Mayor of London ? and did ſhe 
not finiſh her education at Saint Omers? 
am ſure her ſamily arms uſed to hang up 
in our father's hall, and it was as hand- 
ſome a compoſition, as any that ever came 
from the hands of the herald.. e 

„ Poh !“ ſaid Sir Edward, “ it was not 
fit to make a ſign of till I added the ſup- 
porters; there I think my taſte was evi- 
dent. What with them, and the motto, 
which, by the by, was alſo of my chooſing, 
my coach cut ſome figure, to be ſure, on 
a Lord Mayor's Day: and my wife uſed 
to go about in it as nen as 7 Lord's 
lady in London.“ 

« If your ads 1 peep out of 1 
grave, anſwered Lady Watkins, ſhe 
would expire a ſecond time, with confu- 
ſion, to hear your ignorance and vulgarity. 
Indeed, you grow worſe and worſe!” ! 

* J wiſh you would bridle your tongue, 
Fanny,“ replied Sir Edward ; © why,' my 
| Lord 18 aſtiamed to hear you Fring i 

Pray don't involve me in your quar- 
rel (ai d 11. No perſon admires Lady 

| | Watkins 
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Watkins more than I do; and 1 ſhould 
feel an infinite degree of mortification in 
loſing the honour of her good opinion.” 
Thus ended the ſecond conteſt ſince 
ſun-riſe. You ſhall hear from, 1 me as 
in a poſt or two. : 

We have a Mr. Befnome; vs. | the 
adopted ſon of Sir Philip Watkins. The 
young man is not ill educated, neither is 
he deficient in ſpirit, or natural talents: 
yet he perpetually reminds me of the hero 
in a romance: he is ſentimental, ſtudious, 
and rather intelligent than otherwiſe; but 
if T miſtake not, he will ſoon be diſguſted 
with his new occupation. Lady Watkins 
doats on him; he governs Sir Philip en- 
tirely: T cannot learn who his parents 
were, but I believe he is the nephew of a 
Welch clergyman. The good old Baronet 
means to make him his heir, and his 
eſtate, ih am "Og is no inconſiderable | 
one. a” 28 

Sir Edward has more than once given 
offence to this Cambrian hero, whoſe high 
mind, and irritable temper, ſoon reduced 
| _ 3 to terms of accommodation. 
Awkward 
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Awkward apologies on the part of Sir Ed- 
ward, and earneſt entreaties on that of 
Sir Philip, prevailed fo far, that the haughty 
Mr. Belmont condeſcended to diſplay the 
olive: though not before his brows were 
crowned with the laurel of victory. Iam 
no encourager of arrogance, and like to 
ſee the little world moving in its proper 
ſphere : yet T muſt own there is ſomething 
about this young Hotſpur, that excites ad- 
miration: of one thing 1 am certain—he 
will not be the intimate of my houſe. 
Miſs Clarendon is not deficient in diſcern- 
ment; and if huſbands will introduce fa- 
mily temptations, they muſt expect to be 
dignified with family honours.— That ſin 
ſhall never lay on my head ! 4.7 
The dinner-bell rings.—I hear Sir Ed- 
ward buſtling along the gallery !—PFare- 
well for my preſent, 
Your's 4ruly, 
ACRELAND, 


LETTER 
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the moſt diſtreſſing mee, The * 
tisfaction I felt at the idea of your being 
permanently ſettled, was, nevertheless, 
much diminiſhed by the account you give 
of Sir Edward Clarendon. Be aſſured, 
Sir Philip only means to try your | temper 
by this ſudden fancy ; you never had any 
reaſon to ſuppoſe he intended you for a 
man of buſineſs, neither can I believe you 
will be under the neceſſity of making it 
your purſuit when it ſhall pleaſe Heaven to 
take your patron and benefactor. 

I intreat you to follow his advice in 
every reſpect: true friendſhip i is a gem of 
ſach ineſtimable value, that the acquire- 
ment of it is worth our labour, and the 
preſervation of it worth our fludy. There 
does not exiſt a more amiable pair than 
Sir 


* 


— 
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Sir Philip and my Lady. Remember their 
virtues, and reſpect them accordingly. 
You cannot imagine how happy your 
welfare makes me ! From your inſancy 1 
have loved you as dearly as if you had 
been my own; and I could not have ex- 
perienced more anxiety for the proſperity 
of a ſon, than J have ever felt for 0 of 
my worthy pupil. _ 
Now » my dear boy, Ict me Nobel to 
examine the other points of your laſt let- 
ter. Let me alſo adviſe you as a friend, a 
poor old friend, who has neither intereſt 
to gratify, or authority to controul. I 
know you to be honourable, as you are 
ſenſible; generous, as you are affection- 
ate; and for theſe reaſons I preſume to of- 
fer my counſel without reſerve. You have 
ever followed my- precepts, and I ſhould 
grieve if you rejected them, on a bufineſs 
which appears to me as the moſt ſerious 
of your life. I believe you will be able 


to anticipate the ſubject: I ſhall therefore 


proceed without any farther prelude. . 
Requeſt permiſſion to leave Clarendon 


e ; return to London, and apply your 


mind 
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mind to buſineſs without delay. There is 
danger, much danger in remaining where 
vou are Aſk. your. own heart if it is ſale, 
and tell me the reſult of the (queſtion in 
your next letter. in Ah 504 
Jou have deſcribed Miſs Cletendon 
with: a degree of enthuſiaſm, that makes 
me conſider the portrait as more flattering 
than it is correct. I rd Paare ſhe 
as à charming woman; but you have pic- 
tured a divinity! | You talk of her mind 
and her virtues.—you- have only known 
her a ſew weeks, and may be: deceived in 
vour opinion of both. She is of the be- 
witching ſex; her beauty may, perhaps, 
blind you; and you read her mind through 
the flattering medium; of exterior - graces. 
J only, venture this idea, upon the bare 
poſſibility of ſuch a deception; 1 do not 
pretend to leſſen the attractions of the 
young lady; I only wiſh you to judge 
without prejudice, and to hear without re- 
ſentment. Jou think ſhe is partial to 
you; can can the confidence of a woman 
flatter your. vanity, When you recolle& 
that the flies to you as a reſource from 
Betecre | certain 
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certain miſery ? Perhaps ſhe diflikes you 


one degree leſs than ſhe does Lord Acre- 
land; in ſuch a preſerenoe there is the 


danger of her loving ſome other object 
Rill better than either. The wretch, 


preſſed by the conſuming conflagration, 
will leap from a tower to preſerve life, at 
the hazardof decrepitude; the.ſailor, after 
ſtruggling amidſt the tempeſt; lands on the 
deſart beach, and with delight beholds the 
ſheltering cavern; but we are not to con- 
clude that he would have ſelected ſuch a 


retreat, had he been at liberty to chooſe. 


The deſpair of this lovely woman may 
tempt her to take refuge in your arms, 


and the aſylum you will afford her, will 
demand her gratitude; but her heart may 
{till be deſtined for ſome happier mortal. 
You think that ſupreme felicity would 


follow ſuch an union: amuſe not your 


fancy with chimeras that will inevitably 
lead you to deſtruction. Be careful how 
you indulge the ſenfibility of your nature: 
conſider Miſs Clarendon already as the 
wife of Lord Acreland; j and {dg not, 1 
| con; ure 
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conjure you, do not. forget that dhe is the 


daughter of your patron. 


Forgive me, my dear Charles; forgive 


the zeal which originates in the pureſt af- 
fection ! Any inſtance of imprudence that 


may tarniſh your honour, or give the 
tongue of calumny a plea to blacken your 
fair name, would bend my grey hairs to 
the grave with the moſt agonizing ſorrow. 
If I thought that a journey from my native 
mountains, barefooted, and alone, would 
rouze you from the dream that lulls your 

_ I would joyfully undertake it. 
Call to mind the precepts of your old 
tutor ; recolle& how often he has coun- 


felled you to check the lively fallies of 


your youth, and to ſubdue the romantic 
enthuſiaſm of a too irritable imagination. 
He who would paſs through life ſerencly, 
and honourably, muſt controul his rebel- 
lious paſſions, and only cheriſh thoſe that 
lead to the acquirement of rational know- 
ledge. Tis not by Books alone, that the 
mind is to be formed; a man may become 
o wang by! laborious ſtudy; but he muſt 


read 


rr 
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read mankind, he muſt mingle in the 
mazes of ſociety, to be a citizen of the 


world. The retirement in which you 
have been cheriſhed, does not tend to the 
cultivation of this univerſal knowledge. 
You are now breathing a contagious at- 
moſphere. Every ſurrounding object is 
replete with faſcination ; i pe and take 


my counſel. - 


We ſhall Apes Sir Phitip, ard my 
Lady, at Chriſtmas. The hoſpitalities of 
Watkin Hall will not, I am perſuaded, be 
forgotten!” I ſhall lament your abſence ; 
all the village mourns for your loſs ;—the 
women” look forlorn, and the children, 
ith liſping tongues, often inquire when 


Hou will return? Your poplar walk is kept 


in perfect repair; and I would proſecute 
any man living, who ſhould deſtroy the 
moſs- covered bank, which was the fa- 
vourite ſcene of your boyiſh ſtudies. The 
trees you planted are all full of fruit, and 
every day Ivifit” them with a melancholy 
pleaſure.” Ah! my poor Charles, I cry, 
never ſhall I'ſce thee more! I am old and 
infirm; and it is a long journey to thy 


Vor. I. 1 native ; 
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native mountains. Thou art ocoupied in 
new purſuits, in oontemplating new ſcenes; 
thou haſt my bleſſing, boy, wherever thou 
att, and my ene for en 
neſs! 511118 i 1 no bleak ad 9/4 Wah 
Old Morgans 1 his wife, oſten weep 
when they ſpeak of you; your annual do- 
nation ſhall be continued; they are poor, 
and it will be hard to rob declining; age of 
any little comfort it has been aceuſtomed 
to experience. I grow feeble every day, 
- ſeventy years have paſſed. over my head, 
and bleſſed be Providence, my; heart is 
Free of offence to all the world. I have 
borne the ills of liſe with patienee; for 
the good, I have been grateful; to thc 
evil, reſigned. My latter days have been 
tranquil in your ſociety, they have been 
the a n Heaven n men 
me! | ter} wolfot of jon 
. . viMy a nest of IS 3 
1 unaccountable ! It produced a ſcent 
that -pierced my heart; you was then as 
infant, and unconſeious of what happened: 
I ſhall never forget it! Good Lady Wat 
kins! Her exquifitely ſenſible boſom was 
wrung 
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wring with pity Twas on a cold De- 
cember's 11 ighit the rain beat hard upon 
my little dwelling; the wind howled over 
the mountains, -when ' poor Morgan ar- 
rived; he held you in his arms, your in- 


nocent hands were ſtretched forth, as if to 


implore protection. But no more of this! 


time will develope every myſtery! ! 


Write to me, Chages; do not-neglect 
your old friend. I have not many years 
to live, and I ſhould grieve to be forgotten 
on this ſide the grave. If your mind is 
enlightened, I have the pride of having 
been its earlieſt tutor; if it ſhould ever be 
contaminated by an intercourſe with the 
world, 1 wa I Galt: not — to behold 
the Change: 

Again, let me erat you to „eg Cla- 


rendon Abbey. If you are determined 


not to follow this injunction, I have only 
one more favour to ſolicit. Open your 
heart without reſerve ; make me acquaint- 
ed with every ſtep: you take: | conſider me 
as your; friend, and forget that I was your 
tutor. My advice cannot hurt you, and 
Wimojod df lietiti ions l even 
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even that ſhall be wühdrayn, if it i 18. of 
ve. Ido No HHivhg In Of tn 
Tam writing near the little 8 of 
«your ſtudy. Alas! Charles, the landſcape 
fades hourly the bloom of ſummer, ile 
the glowing: tint on the cheek of. youth, 
is tranſient; | beauty bloſſoms, ripens, and 
falls, as the flowrets on the mountain, and 
is, like them, ſucceedled by others equally 
fair, and equally fragile! Think on your 
friend, Charles, and 1 pn 
"of e eee Bente. fir Sd (Her) ! 
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0 foothe him, whoſe pleafures lik thine pa 


away, 


4 Full que £ they paſs, ou — er return. 0 


Anbthet year will, perhaps, finiſh my 
journey! and when you next viſit our vil- 
lage, and ſtroll perchance to the conſe- 
crated precincts of our houſe of prayer, 
nothing will, remain, to remind you of 
your old tutor, except the uncouth ſtone 
that will bear his epitaph ! 

Now, before I conclude my letter, ſuſ- 
fer me to _ one you reſpecting your 
quarrel 
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F quireel! with Sir Edward" Clarendon ;' ? 
difficult to 8 advice on a ſubject abicd 
"WY deperids enfit cox on perſonal feeling; I 
aan only dec *that I think it nobler to 
© Wl forgive an enemy, than to take his liſe; 
„ neither is it conſiſtent with reaſon or reli- 
u gion; to condemn a father for his zeal in 
l the cauſe of an only child.—If ever you 
are a parent, * n * Bir Edward 
r Clarendon,'' 1 
Farewell, my dear Charles I truſt tut 

| ſhall be permitted to participate in all 
I Jour griefs, as I ſhall involuntarily rejoice 
n all that contributes to your ſelicity, 
bein 

125 "Your faithful EY 
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* a — ſurpriſed at my ec 
ſilence, when 1 acquaint you, that 
owing t O an unl ucky accident, I have, [tor 
Wn theſe ten days paſt, been forbid the uſe of 
9 my pen, | Your kindneſs, aud the, intereſt 
you feel in whatever tends to the promo- 
| tion of my happineſs, demand my. grati- 
„ _ tude. Alas l I lament that I have; no 
Ii pleaſing intelligence to communicate: Sir 
Edward perſiſts in exacting obedience to 
his commands; Lord Acreland's attentions 
wear the confidence of ſaccels; and 
Charles Belmont is as anke png faſci- 
Wang eie, fs 
Lady Watkins, had. age 5 „ 
a education promiſed the moſt auſtere man- 
ners, is my beſt conſolation under the 
preſſure of afflictions which, I fear, ill 
only terminate with, my exiſtence. Since 


my recovery, Sir aas is more than 
f uſually 


mot 
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uſually anxious for the celebration of thoſo 
forms that will conſign me to miſery: 
Lord Acreland, conſcious that my father 
has determined in his fayour, ſcarcely con- 
deſcends to converſe on the ſubje& in my 
hearing; and, if ever he touches on the 
deteſted topic; it is only to mention, with 
ealy indifference, the improvements he in- 
tends to make in Suſſex; or the pleaſure 
which his ſiſter, Lady Selina Wantworth, 
will experience in forming me for the great 
world, and in preſenting me to all P 
faſhionable aſſociates.” 
5 During the period of my obne 
in my chamber, Lord Acreland employed 
himſelf with his violoncello, or in making 
viſits to the neighbouring nobility; while 
Mr. Belmont paſſed every day at my fa- 
vourite hermitage, frequently remaining 
there till the laſt gleam of light faded from 
the ſurrounding landſcape. I uſed to ob- 
ſerve him from my window ; his pace was 
flow, his arms were folded, an' air'of me- 
lancholy marked his ſteps. I could fee 
him diſtinctly, till he reached the wood; 
and, a a teleſcope which I had removed 
* 14 from 
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from the library: to view the diſtant gener, 

co, perceive him at the windaw of the 

iermitage, leaning penſively on his band, 
and for whole hours unvarying ts atti- 
tude.” What an extraordinary being | My | 
father thinks him deranged in his intel- 
leas; and Lady Watkins ſays be inform- 
ed Sir Philip, that he was afraid be ſhould 


6c make nothing of bim.” dairy * 


"Ob taſteleſs, undiſcriminating thought | 


can the plodding occupations of ſordid 
minds tend to poliſh ſuch a gem of na- 


ture? He is already perfect ! ineſtimable 


in value, but dangerous to contemplate ! 


Fortune i 18 not blind, ſhe i 18 only the 
cunning rival of nature: the abhors the 
being, formed to capt vate by the ſublime 


attributes of genius, ſentiment, and ſenſi- 
bility } Her jealouſy withholds thoſe gifts 


which ſhe eagerly beſtows upon the dull 
and ſenſeleſs: if by chance ſhe confers her 


| favours on the 3 the eh, as 
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ir ir poffeffor. Thus we "re the moſt 
e genius generally accompanied 

with misfortunes; thus the proudeſt talents 
of our iſland have often been the prey of 
poverty, and ſometimes of deſpair. 

Mr. Belmont is, within theſe few days, 
an altered being | His placid manly coun- 
tenance now bears the deepeſt 7raits of 
melancholy. meditation ' Lady Watkins 


has, more than once, remarked it to me: 
why to me? I wiſh he would depart be- 


fore my | hand is given to Lord. Acreland. 


| know, tos well I know, that he would: 


pity, me : that he would feel intereſted in 
my fate; ; perhaps too tenderly. 3 


If 1 want reſolution. to diſobey my you | 


ther ; 7 if 1 feel delicately. towards Lord 


Acreland; if I dread the reſentment of my 
family, or the ridicule of the world, you 


cannot blame me. Tou refuſe to explain 


your two haſt letters; you deny me that 
candid elueidation of their contents, which 5 


friendſhip demands, and which would, per- 
bays, afford me a plauſible pretext. for. re- 


fuſing this alliance. * know that, L ſhall. . 


he the moſt miſerable of Kiman Ab Dios 
13 I ſhall 
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Tthalt either ſink into apathy, « or wndden 
with the anguiſh of my fate If your 
Heart was not torpid to all the: ſenſatlons 
of humanity, yo would afford me the 
means of eſcaping from the miſery that 
awaits me. Tou fay, in your letter, that 
«reaſon, nature, and juſtice, forbid the al- 
Tiance?" Yet, you can behold me oppo- 
ing ſuch powerful motives; and ſuffer me 
to encounter all the pangs of 'dreadfal ap- 
prehenſion, all the humiliations of future 
repentance, and all the horrors of a de- 
"teſted marriage! I will wait till to- mor- 
ws poſt nen 7 N 1 ae f ths 
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— PURI e 3 even- 
ing to the abbey.” She brought a quantity 
of white ribband ſor the wedding favours. 
The idea is inſupportable! When ſhe 
talked of the marriage, I felt that trem- 

"Ming agitation; which told me to beware 
Gracious God What have done to pro- 
Vvoke thy diſpleaſure : Why am I the moſt 
3 E Ohl I am a 
— 1. 65 | coward ! 
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coward: ! Hear, hear my nonaſiions and 


then judge for yourſelf. , 
Laſt night, aſter I had honed this letter, 
dir Edward informed me that there was 
no occaſion for farther procraſtination of 
the marriage; and that he ſhould fix the 
day with, Lord Acreland immediately. 
This fatal intelligencewas communicated 
in the preſence of Mr. Belmont. , L made 
no reply; but reſolved, in my own mind, 
to elope ſrom the abbey as ſoon as the fa- 
mily ſhould retire to reſt; 
 .odt was; midnight beſore the. len was 
perfectly ſtill. I ſtole from my chamber, 
and deſcended to the library, which has a 
imall door that opens on the lawn, pur- 
poſing to hire a chaiſe at the village, only 
half a mile diſtant, and to proceed imme- 
diately to London. With caution 1 un- 
-bolted the ſhutters, and opened the glaſs 
door. I flew aeroſs the lawn with incre- 
dible ſwiſtneſs. When I came to the en- 
trance of the Wood, I--ventured to look 
back. The moon ſhone dimly-through a 
' clouded attnoſphere; the ſſillneſs of the 
ee and the conſeiouſneſs of 
U © my 
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. vm imprudent act, made me ſhudder 
th horror! 2qort on bib! t bl ei bo! 
mopped for a, moment; reflection 
* — my heart. A. light in my fa- 
ther's chamber increaſed; my perturbation. 
„What am I doing? ſaid I; flying, like 
a guilty wretch |. eſcaping. from parental 
authority to become a .dependant upon 
ſtrangers ( Leaving the abode of honour- 
able protection, to encounter the inſults 
I ſtood like the poor mariner eſeaped from 
a. tempeſtuous ſea! The village clock 0 
ftruck one; I again locked towards the 
abbey. The idea of Lord Acreland in- 
ſpired me with courage, and I procceded 
aſmall park door, the key of which I 
| hag, ſecured. the preceding evening. 211049519) 
My road, lay through the bbs. 
vat advaneed twenty, paces, among the 
thick; woven; trees; when J ebſtrved the 
clouds gathering, and ſelt a flight. owes 
falling; between the branches. I. nate 
ward, the hermitage or ſhelten;: and, on 
entering the; deo, ſound; alf in wwe 
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Mit Clareridon/” aid he; 4 this in- 


deed is kind! 1 did not hope for ſuch hap- 
pies" Tow; oh! telt me Bow'T thall 


expreſs my gratitude 2 1 could not ſpeak + 
my aſtoniſhment prevented the nn 'of 


utterance. He "knelt at my feet; he 
pathed my band with tears. “ Angelic 
woman P ſaĩd he; Why am I deſtined 
to behold yeu the victim of ambition?“ 
The rays of the moon fell upon his 


face; his features no longer wore their 


uſual placidity; his Tooks were fraught 
with agitation; 2 his Whole mien was wil d; 1 


his voice quick and impetuuus. 
« Fly 1d ſaid he, fly, while you are 


yet ſafe ! I cannot anſwer for my own re- 


bellious nature! 1 would not abuſe this 


generous confidence; — but I am | frantic 
with deſpair! you are dangerous to be- 


hold! Leave me; Sophia; do not ſuffer 


2 wreteh like me to breath a thought that 


ee the purity of your foul?” - 


Þ 'endeavoured-'to: diſengage my hand, 
which he ſtill hel witty convulfive eager- 80 
neſs. (% Vet ſtay one moment,” ſaid he, 
ſor viſiting, * 


2 


* and tell me your v 


21; ” | . | N this 
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this unuſual hour, a ſpot a I did not 
dream of meeting a eue m 19 
Mr. Belmont, anſwered I, “you 
are not indebted to me for this ex traordi- 
nary meeting; chance, not deſign, direct 
ed my ſteps to the hermitage.” 1 + 
Chance“ cried he, Oh! do hot 
tell me 10; this is not an hour for inno- 
cence: and beauty to wander unguarded; 
ſome reaſon muſt have induced vou. Tell 
me, I conjure you, whither ydu are wan- 
dering; I do not flatter myſelf believe 
ſuch a wretch as Iam :| this has been for 
many nights my only reſting place; here 
I hoped to meditate without interruption.“ 
„Why do you indulge ſuch melan- 
— Fry faid I. Sau uon 21 
Becauſe, anſwered he - lon that 
* ige bed we cannot fly from 
ſate! nor can I forget that an angel poſ- 
ſeſſes my affection, intexeſts my ſoul, com- 
mands all its faculties, animates my being, 
tears me from repoſe, and maddens my 
weak brain! Here he loſt fight of rea- 
ſon; he claſped me to his heart, with a 
degree 
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degree of — e and alarm - 


ed me. toingq mog B atitoar Yo mats: 
Charles l“ ſuid I, « this-is Andere 
of your mind ! This violation of your pro- 
miſe; not to abuſe enn will 
make me hate you. Fes: 
„What ! hate me for Aang you yo 
ſad'herwildly. | Can you reduce me to 
the moſt abject miſery? Can you calmly 
ſucrifice the 07 you have ſo 1 
7 has ings N 165 
Still he held nn n 
molw=traifying' than ever. I knew not 
what to do. If I proceeded on my firſt 
plan, probably he would inſiſt upon ac- 
companying me; if I returned to the ab- 
bey nothing leſs than diſgrace could be 
the conſequenee: thus I reaſoned; and my 
perplexity increaſed every moment. 
Let me depart, Mr. Belmont, faid 1; 
if you have either friendſhip for me, or 
regard for my reputation, do not detain 
me it is not generous, it is not honour- 
able, to take this advantage of an event 
which really originated in accident. Vou 
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halle“ forſeiteh much of thy gbod Opinion 


alrcidy; Believe me you have; arid TY 


depend on your conn whether or not” 
1 Halt withdraw it hon en! 8 II. 


The folemulty of my manner awed fim 


n dhe let g my hand. 


into deco 


„Thiere, madam,” ſaid he, “yd ſee how 
obedient I can be- hen you command.“ 


F was going. E it poffible,” continued 


Mr. Belmont, that you can leave me in 
this fate of diſtraction? If I have offended 
you, Jet me only afk one queſtion. How , 
catr you blame the frenzy which | you have 


57511 1177 ÞiTo0\ K-91; 


hes ſelf < ſi ned.? N - by. ; 1. 
-& made no: reply. H. 


b. 


proached me, I drew back. isd} 1 boob 

„ Whiy ate” vou. alarmed, Sophia pu : 
ſaid he, ſoftening his voice... «Bellic ieve me, ; 
1 ain ac wren HE Cern ol Four oma 


wy me that, ang will be Tatiofed,” 
| I made tis anifiver; my he: 
Sing ith 
arty 
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ven?” mide; F r 


not 
1 20 


— 


He waited WE * | 
anſwer) with patient ſubmiſſion ; be ap- 


1 art Was throb- 
angaiſh. ONT A 21 IAB9 77 44001 
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not courage. to pronounce my doom. Will. 
you conſent to Rite wife of Lond Acre 


59 
lang 70 Taitade Pobnor ẽtů no iD 


« Mr. Belmont, ſaid I,.“ vou know. ; 
my. unfortunate . fituation 5 'My father is 
nexorable, we: depend wholly on his mer- 
cy zrit is too late to ee, ARG. I muſt. 
lubmite. en OG 2 | phat. 

„That is your 8 4 FOUP 7 
final determination; then I am content, 
eried he; I will not repine.— Splendour 
awaits; you; the blandiſhments of rank 
will, render you happy; the pleaſures of 
the world will never fail to charm a heart 
mat pants with vanity, that ſighs ſor adu- 
lation; I ſhall rejoice in your, triumphs 
indeed I ſhall: Lord Acreland has the ſe- 
licity to be beloved by you, and I truſt he 
will deſerye your affectionn . 

When, he began his reproach, I was at 
the door of the hermitage ; but the inhu- 
manity of his expreſhons. drew me. back 
again, 1 inſtantly condemned. myſelf for 
ſuch weakneſs, and reſe ntment. prompted. 


my. reply. 21 tha k you, Mr, Belmont;“ 
aid I: I thank you fincerely—for, had 


Ane. 


ele not thrown off the diſguiſe that 


charmed my ſenſes, I might have loved 
you. I might have wanted that reſolution 
which now een me to bid you adieu 


for e Wer set Ai Er Baek 


Oh! crates Keke, vain, ſeducing, 


Barbarous woman!“ exclaimed Mr. Bel- 
mont. Sex, inexplicable ! falſe” as the 
world, capricious as the wind that changes 
every hour! What a fool am 11 to be the 
of e nn mind e eee of 


yoo Abd ed 4 Mith Clarendon I 
wilt not detain you; Lord Aereland, per- 
haps will be diſpleaſed if he hears of yous 
condeſoenſibn.” I in bear my defliny.” 

He threw: himſelf on the matted couch, 
— fl On the pillow; I watched him 
for a moment; the palpitation of my heart 
bid me fly, while I yet had power. 1 
looked towards the abbey; and to my aſto- 
niſhment;, obſerved [> grid the lbrary 
from whence'I had eſcaped. 

- Judging that the family had miſſed me, 
and that purſuit would be the conſequence, 
determined to haften back with all the 
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expedition my trembling, ba N 
me, and to leave 
the explanation that may eu on my ar- 


pn don bid on n Of) 
I had ſcarcely e he 2 when 


Mr, Belmont overtook me. Why will 


1 


you not hear me. ?” ſaid he £ « perhaps. 


ſoch an reren will not n en 


Wale 1715 Re Hors . 
7 wa it. never. «with p ond I. 


#6 Heaven forbid that my heart ſhould 


ever again be expoſed: to ſuch a trial l If 
you have, the ſmalleſt regard for my repoſe, 
you will conceal yourſelf till J am ſafe in 
mx. chamber. If we are ſeen together, the 
conſequences. will be dreadful 1. 
Will you forgive and forget all that 
has paſſed. in the heritage?” ſaid he. 

WY « {I will forgive your frenzy; anſwered 


122 but 1 never ſhall forget the ſcene you 


mention. 1, now obſerved ſome; one with 
a light deſcending; the ſteps of the portico. 
For Heaven's fake fly, ſaid I; *cο⁰nn. 
grotto; 1 will forgive, I will, forget any 
Wee only his me in this inſtance, 

When 


* 


ibs ATR. 

4 (I . [i 5, 
Wh HI ach my ch amber, 1's it pla lace 
the light my window, you may wen 
1 52 that all is quiet.“ El 
Remember, cried Belmont, ee you 


wit forget my reproaches. an 

de Tou have nothing to fear from ti 
reſentment ; * anſwered 1: „the purity of 
my own heart will teach me'to forget the 
frailty of your's.” We were now not far 
from the abbey ; the moon ſtill ſhone 


dearly; and' my dreſs, being of a light 


coldur; made me a conſpicuous object. 
% Dear Charles ” ſaid I, eee 
66. pray, pray conceal yourſelf.” e FORE 
I now heard Sir Edward s voice, loudly 
: vociferatin g, * Search the grounds! Call 
up Mr. Belmont, and order two Horſes to 
be ſaddled immediately.“ gon £ 
ng y rror was Undeſeribehble 1“ At 
the ſteps of the portiro my father met me. 
% SO Miis Clatendon, ſuid he; ou 
ae mäcde a file" rumpus in te Emily 
pete babe you been ttamping ut this 
" vhalonabte bod? - | bur” ridut is infa- 
Mobs "Bat, than E 1 1 Hall ſoon get 
"Wk ed A th Mmömetlt u fervant 


45 8 centered 


e. 
entered. the hall, and 
"I By Be monte was yy 


found. 1 
„Jou. don't, ill; me 2 * 77 my 7-4 
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ther; then I am e of what 4 


have long ſuſpected ! 1. 1 will £0. this-inſtant 
and wake Sir Philip; he ſhall know, what 


a TOE? he bas introduced inte my family. * 


Let me intreat you, Sir, ” fajd I, 17 to 
Tobey: what you are re Such raſh 


conduct may prove deſſructixe to,, Las | 


future hopes; of a a deſerving. object. 
alone am 0 blame; the ſerenity of a 
night tempted;me. to leave my chamber; I 


knew that I was ſaſe near the abbey: it 


will be cruel and unjuſt to condemn Mr. 


ont. for any thoughtleſs act of mine.” 


4 1 won't hear your canting hypocri- 
tical excuſes: ſaid Sir Edward. Quit 
my ſight; and be aſſured that you ſhall 
. Joon be releaſed from my authority. 


f i of xetired to WY, chamber, and l 


ly. concealed, the light, leſt it ſhould be 


miſtaken by Mr, Peimont, for the Enel 
aeg tn Hiplay., | opened the 


er appli the hebben ep te 


er. JF! 
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Ae st, In cafe he fould vetture t to- 

watts the abbey. dd og agreed i 
In a few minutes T heard the Wand 

ps, and ſaw Mr. Belmont app ro 


roach- 
ing. Charles, faid I, for Heaven's 
Make; make your eſcape; if you are dio. 

vered I Tam loſt for ever?” 11512 951. 00 
e Fear nothing, Sophia; enbbere 
he; ihe aſſured I can defend myſelf.” | 

* For my ſake be prudent;” faid 1. 
«© Tf you regard my peace of mind you will 
be gone;—fly this inſtant. Sir Edward 
has feen all the doors barred, and a ſer- 
vant, armed, is placed to watch during 
the whole night. He has fworn that 1 
* e be married to Lord Acre- 
land. Oh! Charles, if you love me 
by gone AI cthrew him thekeywfthe park 

door from the window; + 

„ Your will ſhall be obeyed. Heaven 

Heaven | will protect you; ſaid he: 
reſt, moſt beloved of Women 7 coil 


os 14 0 Boon . Dilfs 


Houble 36 o 20 more! 
"T'condude' that lt ach at the village, | 
and from" thence” protceded to London 
1235 — e ee — from 


222 | him, 
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him, with. an explanation ↄf his motive 
for leaving the abbey, and ſome. lauſfible 
reaſon, for not returning, 


Oh! Tuiſa l how ſhall I meet Charles 
Belmont, when I am the wife of Lord 
Acreland Let your anſwer reſcue me 
from the deſtruction that threatens ; ſuſ- 
. protract-the marriage till I hear from you 


& 


1 4. * * D * f ; F<) 
SME O 14 Farewell, e IO D IP 1 
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Y OU. commanded me to, fiy from you, 
| . and 1 have obeyed your withes. 1&4 

diger of þcholding you the vale of Lord 
| Acreland, 1, well, at Jeafl, eſcape z, the 
and Kerner in homing the 
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— muſt take place, will not 


eſteem. The recolledion of 3 
will never be effaced while I have liſe; 
and my prayers for your felicity will only 
ceaſe, with the ſigh 2 ſhall terminate 
* exiſtence. e n e | 
If it is my minen love you, it is 
alto my pride: Far removed from hope, 
by the diſtributions of fate, I can only 
look back on what has paſt, as the martyr 
retraces a life of devotion ! I have nothing 
to accuſe myſelf of, that can tarniſh my 
honour ; I have to boaſt that my mind is 
impreſſed with one unvarying ſentiment, 
and that of a nature which will exalt my 
name, for I ſhall never ceaſe to adore the 
. moſt perfect of women! 21 
Lou cannot but remember the ſcene in 
the temple ; and I can never forget the 


erpithet of © villain?” I paſſed over the 


 ward's awkward excuſes, and Sir Philip's 
earneſt intreaties; but, becauſe I could 


nat hazard the exiſtence of him who was 
the 


2 EO mourn in 
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the author of your's. I could not deſtroy 
the ſource from whence all the light pro- 
— 5 thorny packs dug 


'Tha-odeab af laſt nicht, and your de- 
vinnightion! in favour of Lord Acreland, 
convinced me that my doom is hopeleſs; 
Oh, Sophia! had you felt the ſmalleſt af - 
Laion ſor me, you would have fled from 
perſecution, and been mine for ever. I 
know Sir Philip's: nature: — I. know it is 
generaus and humane! He would have 
e nnofeare, where the temptation. 

ful for reaſon to withſtand: 
whoz/excopt SieEdveard Clarendon, would 
candemn me for loving ſuch an object? 

The plan of purſuits which 1 ſhall 
henceforth adopt, wilt be congenial to my 
mind: I ſhall, in future, only ſock for 
in that, fame yhich avarice cannot deny me. 
de Mine ſhall ben that glorious ambition 
de N which, will either cloſe the ſcenes of my 
l- miſerięs, or make me feel conſcious that 1 
deſerveiyour eſteem Lou will; perhaps, 
blame eee 
honour has been impeached/ I have re- 

Var. = | K : ceived 
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celded an tnfutt; I ſhall" not acquit my 
ſelf, tiff Have Broved 1 my Courage, and 
defeated the cal mny of Sir Edward Cla- 
| rendon. Y6u will 81 t iis is roôfliantic 
enthiffiaſm the being thit is ſenfible of 
your perſections, muſt be an enthuſiaſt ! 
Idiots can admire ; infants can diſtingui iſh 
that which' pleaſes them: the'coldeſt boſom 
cannot deny the faſtinations of beauty. I 
have ſcen you, Sophia; I have heard your 
voice; 1 have witneſſed your virtues ; I 
have examined your heart! What then 
muſt be my conviction?— Can 1 feel leſs 
than adoration ?' Impoff rr 
- T conjure you to ſoften the Jager of Sir 
Philip and Lady Watkins; I dare” not 
write to them; I have too — been a 
Burthen on their yielding phila thropy : 
they have exemplified the moſt generous 
attachment towards me; they have loved 
me with the moſt tendcr affeQtion : : have 
been indebted to chem for every thing I 
have hitherto ' poſſeffed ;" "yer, Endtwith- 
ſtanding all that gratitude could feel, or 
reaſon ſuggeſt geſt, T have ever cotfidered my- 


af” as a « dependlint on their bounty. A 
ſtate 


— 
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-ndanceis at ne 
and reflection does not fail to remind me, 
that, in this inſtance it is diſgraceſul: Hea- 
ven bas given me faculties; education has 
expanded them i. and time has matured 
thoſe intellectual powers which cannot re- 
main inactive. I was created to labour 
for. the benefit of ſociety : and my heart 
throhs for that diſtinction which | owes 
not its origin torthe favour of a- too partial 
patron. The only pre- eminence that the 
mind of man ſhould be proud of, is that 
which it derives from innate qualities; _ 
the . ſmile of fortune is capricious, the 


ſplendour of the ſoul is immortal! 


Now Lam abſent. ſrom you, I can rea- 
an I can reflect; the luſtre of your 
beauty. dazzled. my, ſenſes; the graces of 
your mind abſorbed my faculties; I could 
not, with ſueh an object before me, think 
or act Iike other beings. You may as well 
expect the Perſian to forget the ſun, as my 
heart to remain n before the i ane 


of its idolatry. 


Adieu, Sophia! 3 that 1 | 
this. Gy the independent ſpirit of Charles 
K 2 Belmont 


ANGELINAs 
Belm either the reward of va- 

lour, or the grave. To the former you 
will not deny a ſmile of approbation on 


en dae the year, of ſen- 
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I ROSE __ this morning, a again 

repaired. to the ſcene of my laſt night's 
confternation. The whole of which ap- 
peared rather as a dream, than à reality. 
The countenance of the beautiful recluſe 
which was {till pictured on my brain ; the 
roaring of the cataract, which ſtill ſeemed 
to echo, along the fide of the mountain, 
and the recolleion of the phantom which 
vaniſhed when I purſued it, almoſt per- 
MA whole was illuſion. 


1 was, 


Ji Yo 1 
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I was, however, ſoon convinced that 
imagination had not deceived me; for, on 
entering the wood, the firſt perſon I met, 
was the poor old woman. She Mes 
and inquired whither I was going. 

“This is no thoroughfare, and * 
you, Sir,” ſaid ſhe. © This wood only 
leads to a ruined caſtle. Yonder path will 
take you into the main road.” 

« My good friend,” anſwered I, * tis 
to the ancient caſtle I wiſh to find my 
way. I believe you are the perſon whom 
I converſed with from the window laſt 


ANGELINA. 


night.“ - She made no reply, but hobbled 
back with all the. expedition that feeble _. 


age would permit. I followed ſlowly, and 
at a diſtance; for I perceived the agitation 
I had created in the breaſt of my venerable 
guide, and withed to avoid intruding ab- 

ruptly on the ſolitude of her miſtreſs! | 
Left to reflect, I could not help 1 re- 
proaching myſelf for the alarm my viſit 
muſt have occafio oned ; and I felt doubly . 
culpable, in again obtruding on the re- 
tirement of an RUA woman! Un- 
fortunate ſhe muſt be, thought I, who can 
K 3 | fly 
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fly from all the World. A Avect ſechi- 
fon, bleſſed with a few amiable” compa- 
nions; a ſmall, but carefully ſelected o- 
ciety, is, perhaps, productive of more real 
pleaſure, than an extenſive eircle of unin- 
tereſting, aſſociates : that any ſenfible mind 
ſhould make choice of ſuch delight, is 
more than probable—it is natural. But 
when we ſee a lovely being relinquiſh all 
the poſſibilities of conſolation ; hide her- 
ſelf in a melancholy nook, beneath a 1tbat- 
tered fabric, which, with every blaſt of 
Wind. threatens- to bury her beneath its 
mouldering. heaps; when. We behold. her 
_ Gut vp: with age and infirmity ; her only 
companion, an ignorant ſimple” creature, 
incapable, almoſt, of participating, and 
{ii} more of lightening the burthen of aſ- 
fliction; ; we reaſonably conclude, that no- 
thing leſs than een could þ 444 $a ſuch 
A a ſacrifice! 3 

I had not reſblution to n thi ruin: 
1 to introduce myſelf, I knew not. To 
have become a Volunteer in the indelicate 
"taſk & developing what little 1 knew of her 


Korp or to W required a more minute 
ex- 
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explanation of the events wh ich brought her 
to the monntains, would, have been, uſeleſs 
and unfeeling. I could not mention your | 
name; that would not on! have awaken- 
ed. her, regret, . but have placed you in a 
contemptible light; it would have proved 
to her, that her misfortunes, had been the 
ſubject. of your animadverſion; that vou 
had added to the injuries ſhe has expe- 
rienced from our conduct, Q, .the. cruel and 
unjuſtifiable expoſure of her humiliating 


| circumſtances. N have made her 


wretched, you have defiroyed, all her 


hopes, you. have only one more act of in- 


wa within Jour power; which is, 
that of draying. her misfortunes forth to 
public, view, and of ſuffuſing that check 


with, bluſhes Which has too long been 


drenched: With tears my If. Angelina has 


been the victim of your paſs ions, you, will 
Plead her, charms, and your own frailty, 
as your excuſes. But there is no pallia- 


tion for inſult, when, the, warmth of affec- 


tion. ſubſides: The remembrance of her 


warns your; paſt, happineſs, ſhould be 


win aims againſt every thing that 
K4 can 


4 


200 Anett. : 
can depreciate the one, or prove your in- 
gratitude for the other. 110 4 
"Af there, a fingle. bark; of virtue et 
xtinguiſhed in your boſom reflect; 
let; he breath of reaſon kindle; it into a 
flame, whoſe blaze will, perhaps, ſhew 
vou your own heart; I fear it will fearcely 
bear examination. It is. not yet too late; 
vou may exterminate the fource Which, 
while - it teenis with Phantoms of delight, | 
til} novriſhes. the demons of remorſe | 
When you have ſerioufly reflecled on the 
contents of this letter, I think you will 
confeſs the Juſtice. of my opinion. 
Were Lin your ſituation, I ſhould « cer- 
tainly deeline the. union with Miſs Claren 
don. ' She is an amiable girl, dependent 
on a ſordid. father # Fhat father, to'gratity . 
a degrading paſſſon f ſor empty diſtinctione, 
barters her fortune ſor your tile} You 
will. be: ſome thouſands the richer ; but 
You. will have milkons of ſell- wounding 
reproaches, hen you behold your lovely 
wife, diſguſted with your attentions, ſhrink- 
ing from vou, ag the: flave does from his 


tent, pining under the miſery of com- 
n e pulſive 
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pulfive' obedience—a” purchaſed victim! 
or flying from your ſplendid manfion to 
mingle in ſeenes of diffipation and of vice, 
merely to forget herſelf; if ſhe can forget 
herſelf while ſhe remembers you. Wilt 
not your honour be in danger, whenever 
fate preſents to her an amiable ſeducer, 
whoſe age, manners, accompliſhments, or 
perſon, may faſcinate her ſenſes? The fe- 
male heart is tender, animated, proud 
fulceptible ! If it does not love, it is a 
wretched vacuum: the world has no at- 
traction for 'a mind ' unoccupied. The 
only ſenſation that fills the boſbm of a 
devoted flave—is hatred: Mifs Clarendow 
does not, cannot love the man whoſe pro- 
 pofals were made to her father ; who be- 
comes her huſband in the way of traffic: 
who, faſcinated by the ſplendour of her 
fortune, overlooks the pgraces'of her mind; 
who, in his heart,  defpiſes | the man 
with whom he forms an alliance; and 
bluſhes, while he beſtows dignity on the 
dupe: that feeds his avarice. Theſe are 
e but en 3 they 
10 20 bi 11911177 21K F- Hu 2209 . are 
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are truths, and I defy the moſt wing 
Annie to contradict them. 
My pen has carried me out of rttire- 
ment into the buſy buſtling world. I have 
deſerted the paths of ſentiment for the ad- 
monitions of reflection. 1 have left a 
lovely, injured woman, for a miſguided 


and im rien 90k to Folic 


* adventure.— 


While I was. abſorbed in of 


the old woman baſtened towards me. 
LE 4 Sir,” ſaid ſhe, 1 have inſormed my 
miſtreſs of your inquiries, and ſhe wiſhes 
to know your buſineſs. © She receives no 
ſtrangers, and truſts you will excuſe her 
declining your viſit; any meſſage that you 
will deliver to me thall be FR, con- 
: Hee to her.” e kf bag 

I have. no Wetkäge g. 5 F L; 
« but 1 wiſhed to have had an ae rien 
With your lovely miſtres . 
Tou know her u * _ the Gimp 
cate. 7 5 ks 

J never ſaw ro 2 Auer * 
Then bow do ru know: fo: much 
ben her beauty 1 
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_ 7. report. only;“, anſwered I., | 

i Alack!” faid, the, old xoman, 4 my 
poor lady Was in hopes that all the world 
had forgot her. F* L havgofen hęard her 


ſay ſp. 4% $9004, ie oth. {1 bang tand 


Her name is e * ſaid Baan 
| on are miſtaken, Sir; my lady's 
name. is Arundal. She is a widow.” bun 
I I confeſs I. was no at q loſs hoyyſto act, = 
or, hat to ;think. The myſlery was ſo 
thickened, that, there appeared no. probabi- 
lity of my finding means to develope it. 
I wiſhed the honeęſt ſoul a good morning, 
e m ſteps towards the village. 
* arrived, at the turnpike, my in- 
telligent x opened the, gate as.uſual. 
* I hope your Honour has, hae Bent 
walk 1 ſaid he. 15 12 „ Oh 2s 
* 3 hape been. * nining the remains 
of ypnder.cafile.”, M Bd ien 
„Did you, ſeg the, poor lady tbat 
lives; in the cottage Among the ruins?” 


id, he. at: 5 8 


I. Tas bt. f her, e ale — 
h -w eee bie ad. of l 0s 
; K 6 Ei 


with the lady: 3 05 Even vent and the 
oem flops as ſlie goes to the village to 
buy proviſions, to tak about her! Tweet 
miſtreſs . 8 PiN 

5 Indeed! and what ace the wy of 
her Y 0 * e 5 
on Why, your Honour, the toys, that 
the lady i is a widow that her Huſband 
was killed abroad; and that the news of 
his death fo affected her mind, that ſhe 
has never been in her proper ſenſes ſince. 
I.abave feen old Martha "weep many à time 
when ſhe: talked about it. Though ſhe 
does not want for any thing : ſhe has 
heaps of fine appanet, and filver, and rich 
things of all forts; and ſhe has a. finall 
picture, all done round with precious 
ſtones, which ſhe will fit and er Na for 
whole hears without ceaſing.“ | 

Could | ſee that picture py. id I. 

« I, dare ſwear, anſwered he, that 
Martha could ſatisfy your curioſity. I 
once went to the caſtle, when the lady 

W 3 was 


* 5 * 


_ 


was out upon hier rambles, to take her 
ſome —— 80 we be. 


—— to h 
mech furniſhed. — ſne pid 115 166k 


at the picture: it hung at the head of the 


lady's Ved it was of a eomely gentle. 


man.' 


c Wen ſhould 1 be moft Hkehy to — 
the bold woman alone! T? 


e win, your Honour" inay Sa "hes 


for moſt part of the day,” anſwered he, 
, quite alone: for the lady paſſes much 


Aba time in a ſort of a cave to the right 


of the caſtle, which has a communication 
under ground to the tower. You may fee 
it whenever yon pleaſe, by climbing the 
_ the entrance is near the caſcade.” Tt 
as dug out by the ancient Britons, and 


— — nSpabe Biſtory 


fays that many fell hen they defended 
their country againſt the Sax dns. II know 
little about theſe matters; but this I Jearnt 
ſrom our curate, who is 4 goed en. 
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Ny 2. 2 by. what means my 


fair recluſe had — on the firſt night 
of M viſitin the mountain; this ex pla- 


nation. inſpired me. with courage to hope 


for farther, ſucgeſs, and I haftcned; in to- 
lerable; ſpixits, to my lodging, not a little 
gratified by the reſult of my m 
avocation. (LL, 
2 It Was Sunday, and inn oa to 
the White Lion I met the 
ming rom Church. Te v Was Nbempa- 
| nied by three lovely daugh ters and ſeveral 
fine boys, Who, by the exact ſimilarity of 
their dreſs, I concluded to be his ſons. I 

bowed as I paſſed him; he returned the 
ſalute with a degree of reſpectfulꝰ mo- 
deſty.. that made a ſtrong impreſſion on 
my mind. I ſtopped till he was at ſome 
diftance- He met a poor child, in a tat- 
tered, miſerable. garment. I obſer vel; him 
croſs. the road, and give ſomething to the 
infant, who bleſſed him with both-itslit- 
tle, hands upraiſed to Heaven and, in- 
ſtantly running to its blind companion, 


who ſtood reſting againſt;the wall, gave 
him 


þ Fa 
N 7 wy wa - 


W 


ANCELINA- | of 
him enn boon wells ions exulta- 
tim 1 96h fark e eee aint 
Thou art 3 *. thy Fare thought 
ka Thou art, indeed, the ſhepherd af 
thy flock; and their prayers will aſcend 
to the throne of retribution f Thy | ph 
Janthropy, will not paſs unſeen by the All- 
ſceing! He will repay thy mite a mil- 
lion fold. But I muſt not let thy deed 
be recorded on: the fragile tablet of me- 


mory alone: IL. muſt inquire minutely 


into the cauſe why ſo much virtue re- 
mains in, theſe regions of obſoure poverty. 
Neglected, . unaſſuming, philanthropic 
man of God! J will labour for thy wel- 
fare in the field of proſperity; nor will 1 
reſt till thou ſoul reap, the harveſt T 
of thy toi] 

I ſhall 0 — 15 pot to * Har- 
tinfield ; he has much church preſerment 


to beſtow in his family; and I wiſh you 
would ſecond my requeſt in fayour of my 
poor village curate. 


Soon after he was out 9 fight I found 


myſelf at home. My landlord, as uſual, 
met r me at the door, with his bill of fare, 


I or- 


we o 
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d dinner, and was ſerved with as 
expedition and neatneſs as I could 

hare born wits her ftabiſhment ofan 

th 5 had 8 finiſhed 5 my . WIR 
the landlord uſhered in a little lad about 
eight years of age, whom L inſtantly re- 
cognized to be one of the curate's ſons. 
He held forth a baſket of grapes, which, 
with much bowing and bluſhing, he in- 
formed me was humbly preſented u. his 
father. 

I took the modeſt - - meſſenger of Kind. 


neſs by the hand: „ My fine little fel 


low,” faid I, © preſent my beſt thanks to 
eur 6atticrs" tell him I accept his fruit 
with gratitude, and, witly his permiffion, 
| will repeat my acknov ledgments in * 
ſon as ſoon as T have Welk 
My father,” ſaid the litle boy; While 
his countenance glowed with pleaſure at 


ther,! r, is obliged to do evening duty; 
but when that is over 1 am certain un 
e OT. p. for fß I 14 


5 e ' Vat. 
4 


n he experienced, my fa- 
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1 offered my viſitor glaſs of Port: b 
aſſured me he never had taſted wine ic bu 
once, and that he did not like it. 


« What do you like?” faid I. fan 
* 1 like 3 hd fach- lng an. 
Were he.. not iti ki 41 


— — a feat, by alt 


chat is good,” fald J, ſlipping a gina 
into his -waiſtcoat pocket. His aſtoniſh- 
ment was vifible; - unt ;+ 2 "4287 * 
+ How many am 1˙⁰ buy ande 
cagerly.. Pg” 
"ys dee 2 te Gt a couple 
Git be enougn - Ne eee 


* Aye, and plenty, 9 he, inc 


 flantly: opening the door, and quitting the 


parlour. I fd him flying up the village, 
and 1 ſat down to finiſh my bottle. 
Tbenu art happier,” faid I, * with 
one ſolitary guinea than the firſt potentate 
on earth witk his uncounted millions! 
Hard muſt be the boſom that could, at 


ſo ſmall a priee, refuſc to cheer thy little 
heart! Jam not quarrelſome, but I think 


1 could beftow 2 a thouſand n on 
the 


NN. 
he, wquld rob thee of thy 


8 Ea: Th, 44 44 9H 5 ert %% 

NV lover of cakes, mag, in, a few mi- 
nutes, beſore me, 00 Here is your 
change, ſaid he; make baſte and take 
it, for I want to go home, and e 
3 a A —__ my. Faker and, Po ti 


5 15 ont 100 . 1 271 i, 


: — 8 we - muſt be 4.— ed 
„My name is David Tera, laid he; 


15 and pray what is os, ,._,,111 10 
be . of the little Welchman 
as eorge. Fairford, my 

— little & ſaic I; and I beg 
vou not to —— that whenever Wm 
your life you ſhould with for, a friend, 
aeg to do but to inquire for 


27 


Me. F n O69: 53 lozpt 11 ie % Un 
#6 But: how Abell find. your”, yer 
be. Den $14 At $i? 
K ES 1. will, 8 . Aigen, ; All- 
fwered I. Upon opening my pocket- 
k, a paper ell on * table: it was 2 


entf 
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8 
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twenty pounds Bank note. This was 


certainly meant by Providence for my 
new friend, thought I, and by Heavens 
he ſhall have it. Without farther pre- 
lude I Here,“ faid I, „here is my di- 
rection, giving him my name on a card, 
* and here is a piece of paper that will 
ſerve to treat your brothers and ſiſters 
with cakes till you hear from me again.“ 

He looked at the note, and then at 
me: at laſt, putting it in his pocket, he 
bowed and leſt me. A tear of joy gliſ- 
tened in his eye; mine was, W to diſ- 
grace my manhood. 

What have I don 25. mic 5 66 "Tis 


now impoſſible; to viſit Mr. Lloyd. This 


boy will repeat what has paſſed. I could 
not bear to receive the thanks of ſuch a 
man, and for ſuch a ſum! I will deny it 
wholly, No; I ſhall then draw ſhame 
and puniſhment on poor David. I will 
conſider of it, ſaid I, as 1 finiſhed my 
laſt glaſs: 

The village was crowded with lads and 
laſſes, who were all thronging to a ſmall 
farm; where it was their weekly cuſtom to 

re- 
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regale themſelves with cakes and cyder.— 
The girls wore petticoats of fine ſtuff, 
ſtriped with a variety of colours; ſhort |, 
blue jackets, and large round beaver hats, 
the fimple bands of which were decorated 
with field flowers. They all appeared to 
be cheerful and healthy. I contemplatcd 
theſe happy mountaineers near half an 
hour, and then ſet out on my 9 
re towards the ruin. 

A thunder ſtorm, which came rapidly 
on, obliged me to take ſhelter at the 
turnpike, where I had not een five mi- 
nutes before the curate em 1-4 with his 
little family. He was refurning from his 
evening duty, and the ferenity of his 
countenance beſpoke the conſcious ſatis- 
faction of having devoted a day to vir- 
tue, peace, and the ſervice of | his {ellow- 
creatures !' JOE TORE EG. 

I dreaded the idea of his ſpeaking to 
me; the more fo, as 1 obſerved my friend 
David, every now-and-then, pulling his 
father's gown, | and' Whiſpering—“ That' 8 
the Eentlemani, "Father ; that's the gentle- 


man. * number of ruſties had, by 
this 
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this time, thronged into the turnpike- 
houſe. L hoped, among them, to, eſcape 
unnoticed ; ; and, by degrees, got NEATFY 
bo the door, for that purpoſe. 

The ſtorm abated, and the many-can | 
loured bow of heaven extended itſelf over 
the mountains, reflecting its bright tints 
on the ſpangled turf beneath ; the ſun 

again darted forth, as if to take its fare- 
well of the beautics, of nature, re- ani 
If mated by the refreſhing ſhower, before 
it ſunk. in the glowing RAPE, of the 
weſt, 

1 reſolved to viſit the recluſe again, 42 * 
fore I retired to Teſt : while the. curate 
was engaged in earneſt inquiries, with the 
gateman, 1 oped amidſt the throng, 
and, e lookin 8 backs We to- 
wards the Wood. 0 

The torrents OY 1 — 8 moun· 
tains: the rain had been profuſe, and the 
{mall rivulets had overflowed ſo as to 
render the road, in many places, almoſt 
„ impaſſable. The rapidity with which 
I deſe ſtreams had deſcended converted 
: en 10 0 white foam, which ran bub- 
blin g 


PS; 8-20 


£14 


bling towards the lake, formed by the 


never- ſilent cataract. When I entered 


the wood, the thick-woven np 


ſprinkled a ſecond] ſhower, falling i 
ebuntleſs glittering drops, whenever te 
evening 'breezes ruffled their leaves. 
The freſhneſs of the air was exhila- 
rating! the ſweetneſs of the wild thyme, 
Which grew in tuſts, luxuriantly rich, in 
colour and in perfume; the notes of the 
nightingale, harmonized by the murmurs 
of the wood-pigeon : ; the ſound of the 
village bells, ſwelling and falling, as the 
gale bore along their Tyiiatibel; the loſty 
ſpire, catching the laſt beams of the ſun, 
and the miſts beginning to envelope the 
diſtant peaks,” preſented "a ſcene that 
ould have done honour to the fancy of 


2 Claude de Lorraine, and would ſearcely 


have received additional ſplendour from 
the pencil of a Salvator Roſa ! 

I now beheld the odject” of my daily 
thoughts and. nightly meditations. She 
was fitting at the door, Which was over- 
hung with jeſſamin, and was ſtudiouſſy 


2 in reading, with an audible 
voice. 


8 
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voioe· * concealed myſelf behind part of 
the ruin: her hole ul emed oceu- 
pied with the ſubject” ſhe had choſen, | 
which was  hoti6utable” to her taſte; and 

congenial to her teblitigs, it was the 
minfiret" of tiie intpired Beattie | Te 
exquiſite! beduties of this poent were aüg⸗ 
mented, if poflible „by the fect inpreſ- 7 
five | tanes of the amiable recluſe.” | 
heard her read the ene ſtanza: 3 


o * 
ry 7 4 »* 2 5 6 ; " * 
- 3 > -% . 4 w 
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46 Lats e marble tomb * 
With trophies; rhymes, and ſcutcheons of renown, 
In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothic dome, 
« Where night and deſolation eyer frown; 
Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down, 
« Where a green graſſy turf is all hoe FO 
4 With here and there a violet beſtrown, 
Faſt by a brock or fountain's murmuring wave, 
And many an rain ſun ſhine e on my, | 
r 


$4368 » l 11741 4 $4 
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At the concluſion of che laſt line the 
laid her arm on the back of the bench, 
and with ber forchead reſting upon ber 
hand, remained, for ſome minutes, in | 
profound meditation, "0 


J ap- 


wif 
wth erg Gears, we fiarted,...at 
CAD. WF 4 and | yole, frqm.. her, ſcat. 1 
bowed | with veneratign. She was al 
rage, 107 . and gentleneſs! She was 
ſilent, but the enlightened; foul; beamed 
in her large eyes; they were rendered 
powerful by their ſoftneſs, and captivating 
by that ſolemn ſenſibility which ſeemed 
255 fe, Ken, and. cee mu- 
ng. 
She was Axeſt i in 23 — -—ng F a nar- 
row black zone ſerved, to the dra- 
pery, which gave her the appearance of a 
Grecian ſtatue: her head was unadorn- 
ed, except by nature, which had be- 
ſtowed a proſuſion of dark. auburn hair, 
that waved about her ſhoulders, and 
partly ſhaded her white ſorehead; her 
eye-brows were nearly black; her eyes a, 
the deepeſt blue; her noſe beautiſully 
formed; her cheek O grief! ! what a 
banquet hadſt thou there! It had loſt 
the bloom of youth, of health, of ſweet 
repoſe 1 She endeavourec to. file when, 
T approached ber. She could not: long 


ac- 
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accuſtomed to mournful ſufferance, ſhe 
had forgot the very ſemblance of delight. | 
Is it poflible that any being, bleſſed with 
reaſon, © ſentiment, * or humanity, | could 
deſtt6F* the peace of ſuch an angel? 
Hold; I did hot recollect that I \ Was wri- 
fing to Lord Acreland. OW 

HFler's was not the morning of juvenile 
laſtre ! * She muſt have been more ſtri- 
kingly brilliant, more wonderfully lovely! 
But ſhe never could have appeared ſo in- 
tereſting as ſhe did at the moment in 
BW which I deſcribe her! She diſplayed not 
cke freſhneſs of the roſe, but ſhe convinced 
me that twice eighteen ſummers can ma- 
dure a myrtle, ſweet to the ſenſe and de- 


25 — 


d corated with that ſober grace which can 
nval the moſt animated tints of the gau- 
1 


dieſt flower! She is a gem formed by 
che bewitching hand of nature; not glow- 


* Wing with the dazzling rays of the bril- 
hi lant, but mildly graced, as the more 
E 


modeſt pearl, intrinſically rare, and ple- 
cantly unafſuming ! . 


N * 
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Again I endeavoured to ſpeak to her; 
I and again my. tongue was chained in 
- mute admiration! She perceived my em- 
barra ſſment , and: broke the filence by re- 
queſting to be informed if I had any par- 
ticular buſineſs to communicate? 
Alas! Sir, ” ſaid ſhe, „I did not 
think that I ſhould be ee in this 
ſolitary dwelling. If your motive proceed 
ed from curioſity, 1 lament. your diſap- 
pointment; here is nothing to gratify a 
feeling obſerver : in the heart that is har- 
dened againſt the miſeries of its fellow 
creatures, this ſcene may excite Aſtoniſh- 
ment no more Nen 
4 Heavens! ME e 1 66 Is 
| it poſſible that you can. ſuſpect me of idle 
curioſity? Believe me, Lam. incapable of 
Sins pain to ſuch a mind as your's. 
| can pity your ſorrows, and, 1 truſt, alle- 
1 viate them, Will you allow. me to aſł | 
you a ſingle queſtion? vandzwil you reply 


p 8 ö 5 55 


to it with candour Donne E g 

: She fixed her eyes on mines ors” FOG 1 
to read my thoughts. You do not an- 

| ſwer 


ver 
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ſwer me; madam ; cont: nued I. This 
converfation ſeems to diftrels You and 1 
will readily contlude ii. 

«© am all attention;“ Fees ''the, 
gently inclining her head, and ſmiling with 
the moſt engaging complaceney. * 


% Then, madam,” continued I, * are 


you acquainted with the name of 
T-could not proceed. She trembled, 


40 locked pale. Could I inflict a pang 


on a boſom already ſo deeply wotinded'? 
66: Why do you heſitate ?” ſaid ſhe. 
cc o mier me! For Hen 's ne * 


« You > have madam,” sen 1 


portrait in your e ee Dy fee n 


met be H TT 
Her agitation revel; eo 
„ Sir,“ ſaid ſhe, — cc jt is true, 


Ichate a portrait: it has been painted 


many years. It. once bore the ſtrong re- 
ſemblance of a beloved friend: but he is 
gone! He changed ſo much before I loſt 


bim; that * Hikeneſs v was no 260 _ viſi- 
ble.“ b wo! dagod? ya 8 o 


91 12 2 She 


* | ANGELINA, 


„She turned. from , mggy her. di 
. I would have given Wig ie traſh 
Fiat, fortune has beſtowed on me, to have 
rgealled.; a queſtion, x which e to ehe 
trate! her heart! 6 a7 ds fb. 
3 Pardon me; 5 I con jure you, madam, 
pardon. me, ſaid I, for this barbarous | 
intruſion. 1 condemn myſelf ſufficiently; 
do not reproach me.“ e : 
Keproach, Sir ;” ee ſhe, with 
calm and unaffected dignity; « reproach 
does not belong to my nature. I can re- 
Ante Nan reflect, I can inen for- 


of: 3 ! That aide which 7 855 
my deeply lacerated beart; which guides 
my thoughts through all the varying mi- 
ſeries of filent ſufferance, alone prompted. 
= to ſeek this ſolitude,” N 55 
1 knew not how to i ue I. had, no- 
thing to communicate that could heal her 
wounded boſom, and I was not capable 
of, augmenting her afflictions. I made an 
awkward apology ;. and was Ferraris to 
leave her. 7 85 ” x7 nc olg 66 Stay, 
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"6 Stay, Sir,“ ſald the, earn eltix; 1 49 you 
have awakened my curioſity; vou ahve 
alarmed my mind with a thouſand painful 
apprehenfions! If you knew the perſon 
whoſe portrait is in my poſſeſſion, I con- 
jure you to name him. I do not dread to 
hear a name which I once loved, and ſhall 
never ceaſe to remember. Perhaps you 


are miſtaken, or miſinformed: I am zea- 


Tous, in either cafe, to undeceive you.” 
n The fight of the portrait, which Tam 
told you preſerve with the tendereſt re- 
gret, Silt elucidate a myſtery of ſome im- 
Portance; ;” faid n” « This is not the ef- 
fect of an n impertinent” or inquiſitive for- 

wardnefs.” 1 am intereſted i in the requeſt 
more deeply than you can 'imag gine; your 


happineſs is nearly connected with the 


ſubject, and 1 conjure, 1 intreat ou to 
gratify' my en Jon: wang 

That you are delete with my 
ſtory,” ſaid ſhe, © is evident; your cau- 
tion cannot conceal the conſternation of 
your? mind; I now; in my turn, ſolicit 


you to inform me, what is your m ente 


for this unexpected viſit : > The cauſe of 
L 3 my 
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my long ſufferings and ſecli 

no more! Spare me the tel -of that 
mournful event! Iknow it, Ilament it !” 
A torrent of tears eee her ors 
e 1 4 
His death, oli, Mes, den 
Ae m, “ for many months deprived me of 
reaſon; in that moſt forlorn condition to 
{ which human nature can be reduced, 1 
was obliged to leave the aſylum he af- 
ſorded me: I was driven to wander over 
the wide world without a friend to cm- 
fort me! My father's doors were for ever 
cloſed againſt me. I might, indeed, have 
made my peace with him; could -I have 
broken a ſolemn oath which I had taken, 
and which I will abide by till L expire. 
Had he lived; on whom my heart doated, 
perhaps, before this time, the ſecret would 
have been divulged. But when he fell, 
I had neither ambition to gratify, nor 

e to cheriſh! There was no prof 


remaining ſor me, but the grave, and 1 
determined to make my path towards it, 
1 tranquil. Even amidſt theſe 
mor 9 
his 
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his ĩmage 1 She was Nene by 
0 1% Sfr It on 
Not for the pofſeton of millivtus\ would 
Iwitneſs fuch-another fcene.” | | 17 t / 
I grieve,” ſaid ſhe, © not only that it 

pleaſed Heaven to ſnatch from me my 
only friend, but that the fatal event took - 
| ace in ſo remote a part of Europe. Had 
| he. expired in Britain, I might ſtill have 
experienced the mournful gratification of 
. viſiting bis grave! of weeping over his 
aſhes 1 of dedicating the remainder of my 
| keine re m! Though: aver c 
: | ing regret!” 
- --:« T requeſt, ”continacd ſhe, cc ak 
will conceal my real name, if you ſhould 
N ever mention me in this part of the world. 
; Here I am only known by that of Arundal. 
1 My reaſon for this deception originated in 
4 the hope of eluding all inquiries after, me. 
r S0 far, thank Heaven! I have ſucceeded. 
{ The honeſt inhabitants of the neighbour- 
I ing villages conſider me as a forlorn ma- 
„ | niacs I have. never ſought to undeceive 
e tem. . Phe: terror excited by my ſuppoſed 
date of derangement, prevents my receiv- 


1 
6 


is 7; 4 ing 


4 
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ing un relegme viſitors. I have dncifviend? 
e Kind, generous, and feeling ſriend 
To him I am indebted dor this aſylum— 
ay, even for my life 18 * but for him, 
ile haygpenihed 1! 1425 4 110 work 501 
: 8 E. eriſhed!““ 1 3 n 
8 God . is it poflible that ſo much goadnck, 
duch meek, fuch unoffending worth; could 
Þg..expaicd. to the danger you-deſeribe ? 
a Want then was the quſtice ef Heaven! 
Hold, Sir, ſaid the, With awiſul ſub- 
| 531 Recs — nat arraign the juſtice of 
Heav den! 1 deferye ſome puniſhment for 
5 the thorns 1 planted in the breaſt of a fond 
father But I have not, courage to ſpeak 
of that exent. I meant to; have. depre- 
cated his anger: Fate interpoſed, and my 
defliny was ſealed I fear; arrevocably.” 
nov Let me know the name of the friend 
N wentigned te have ſound in this ſoli- 


Ir Sie 1. DBI 0 I . ie 
* R 10 ire 


3 Lloyd,” \ anſwered; he. 
* 754 Eleaven! [ Lthoughtſo!' Rt 
#8 « He. is worthy of my eſteem; I ſhall 


| henceforth conſider him as a brother! 


1 l mee moment!” con- 
tinued 


wth; 
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tinued ſne; The elements conſpired 


againſt me; all the ills of life at once 
aſſailed my defenceleſs boſom! ?! 15 


I T imtreated her to compoſe her mind, and 


to relinquiſh ſo painful a ſubject. Duting 
a few! minutes ſhe was filent; at laſt, ſhe 
endeavoured to ſmile, and converſe on va 
rious topics; but her placidity was aſſum- 
eee unconnected, and, 


at times, iſhe ſtarted as if „ of 


ſome approaching danger. ill 


Night advanced rapidly; 1 promi üb to 
viſit her again on the following day, and 


returned td the village. Her ſpirits were 


exhauſfedz and ſhe had ſearcely the power 
to requeſt a farther explanation of my con- 
duct. What ſhall I fay to her? How 

ſnall L account for my viſit 2” She believes 


that you are dead! Oh! my friend; if you 


have not placed the ſhield of avarice be- 
fore your heart, to guard it againſt the 
pleadings of affliction do not delay h mo- 
ment but halten hither, and undeceive 


n [| eite 408 20046408 Ei IH." 
10 Tour 19bitg63 3401991907 
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STR NKU CEE 1 DAS $3 3433 wh. £2 1 3 try "Phe * 
| 3 ns El Abbe 
ndl 4 141 Kagan m Tt 
7 is non; a week — 5 
: Aligence- of Mr. Belmont. Poor Sir 
Philip, and Lady Watkins, are almoſt 
ffrantic. My father attributes Charles's ab- 
ſence entirely to me, and — 


the whole e ; Could thay ds ::be 

flighteſt idea of my agonizing): 
tions, they would; in pity, ſpare me the 
miſery of encountering their s. But, alas 
we ſeldom feel for. the pang we inflict 
on the heart of ſenſibility; though we are 
reſtleſs and impatient while labouring un- 
der the ſmalleſt reſtraint in the purſuit of 
ſelfiſh gratifications. Sir Philip efteems 
Charles Belmont; IL adore him! Which 
is moſt the object of commiſeration? Lord 
Acreland is become more hateful to me 
than ever. Every ſcene that Mtherto Pre- 


ſented a ſhadow « of Ke is now be- 
4 * ceome 


fs 
44 & * 
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come vapid and inſupportable. Illuſion 


fails to divert my faney: and hope no 


* b:& 


longer preſents her dreanis, to ſoothe my - 


bewildered} imagination. My nights are 


prolonged v with horrors, and my: days are 


waſted in unavailing forrow. - | 

On tlie morning after Mr. Belmont's 
departure, as ſoon às I quitted my cham- 
ber; IL haſtened to my beloved hermitage- 
The furrounding ſcenery appeared to wear 
a metancholy aſpect, the trees looked leis 
verdaut, the rivulets ſeemed to murmur in 
mournful ſounds, the ſky was cloudy, the 
wind moaned through the dark wood, 
and the dew that hung upon the flowers 
oppreſſed them with its burthen, at leaſt 
thought ſo; and what has not imagina- 
tion, troubled * iiber. the * 0.0 
rr Such i is — 
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THE PROGRESS « oF. MELANCHOLY. 


Dr DFR zo 151 


BY flow progreffive ſteps the poiſon fell, © RA 


Creeps through the ſick'ning brain; the Nil ez, 
The languid dom n- caſt eye, the liſtleſs frame, 
The deſolating toil, of ceaſeleſs e u AH 


Proclaim the mental ma at han nc TH 1 2 
Ablorb'd amidft kaatcunding revelry, e 
L 6 > The 
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The child of nithlefs MeLANTHOET yy” + t 20 
Unheeding the loud laugh, the wanton jt, pil ora 
The ſign myſterjous,” or the whiſper lo | 

Of ſhrewd, ſhatp<Sghted, prying a 

Nor magie cha, nor Herb medicinal, BA 
Nor all. the treasur d lore of ſtudious kill, N 
Can draw the victim from the minding tt „ fra 
That faſciqites-ond chains hes yielding: foult) 


2 „ 


Seldom ſhe 8 if * 25 the returns-/ 
The anſwer incoherent and unapt; 907 7 
Mark'd by the frequent pauſe — 10 
Sometimes ſhe weeps; but nature's niggard ba 5 
Denies the copious ſnow r; ſweet balmy found > 
That cools and vivifies the burning brain 

And now ſhe ſtarts! and now-and-then, by tits, 
She looks aghaſt, trembles, and Ueeply ſighs; M5. 
Then mne iI 
Zong 186 oy ora gw; as Hy ga lis HQ I60697G CL 
She loaths the blooms: of ſpring! the en 
Of feaſt and minſtrelſy, e 0 
Her mind, each active faculty poſſeſs d, | 
Reſigns itſelf to ever: muſing woe: 
For her no orient beam adorns the ſky; 

No balmy wing ethereal, through the ſhade 
Flings the refreſning breeze; no limpid brook. 
Sparkles with noon - tide rays, reflected back - 
With ten · fbld luſtre frum ĩts glaſſy breaſt? 
The change of ſtaſon, and the varying hour; 

Serve to r 


But te S een joy? n barct 
Or, 


: 4 = 
911. 
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| Or, if her ſenſe can ought diſcriminate, is IIe f 
She lingers jon the miſeries of life my 
The barren mountain, where the tott ring bu : 
Rocks as the-whirlwind, fweeps its ruſhy roof, 

And hurls it fathoms don the ſhaggy ſteep! ap 10 
The chamber, where the paly quiv'ring np "Ha 0/7 
Shews the worn ſuff rer on the bed of dent. 

For her the woodland nightingale attunes * 
His ſong nocturnal, unregarded—loſt! 0 
The ſad, the ſympathetic, plaintive ſtrain n, 
O' er the dull ear of ſorrow paſſes fat. 
If not unheeded; or, if feeling wakes, Ui IE 

Recall'd by memory to long paſt woc, 
Reflection glances o'er the page of tine, 
And marks e genes _ 2 filent ROY art 

247 46 naf hairy bro Voraly 5 e bitt Þ 

Pale Meine en 

Where peace, and joy, and revelry' preßde! ad nat T7 
1 Health, that welcomes —_ 22 
Starts 1 with'ring L Shea, adde, 


While. apathy, with petrifying hand, DAS itt een 


Throws a dim . oer each faded chanms - 

The inn 1 PLP 7 
She courts, and bending oer ſome wizard rears * 
That winds among the ever- mould ring heaps, 
Strewꝰ'd by the touch of time from mare, * 
And arches frętted with fantaſtic forms, abe o 
She ſits, the penſive genius of the bene l. 07 9 
Around her cell attentive Stillneſa reignaʒ hes 
Dj | The 
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The breezes ſſeep ; and o'er its pebbly bed Fibel! 
The ſhallow river bends its-filent way; 101 10 21; 
Death ſeems to triumph oer the e. fi 
Save where the bat from the ——_— 0 lid? 
Clearing: the W with his wing. 
a rant us, DO» (19918 3 eng 90 1 
Nor there . e mid: 
She loves to ſtray, and ponder as ſhe ſtrays, 
Along the dreary monumental pile 
Where, from the Gothie roaf, with ivy bound. 
The whiſtling wind deſcends, and through dhe aiſſe 
Sweeps. the long hoarded duſt for ages heap id! 
On the vain records of the ſainted dead! offi Won bn, 
7 Where the loath/d infect weaves its wity web, a& -11 
And ſpits foul venom. on the ſceptred _ woe bat 
Mocking the PONG and EE of kings. li 4 
CCC 
Oft, when the wint' ry moon o ertops the kü, 5111-9 
In — EYP gs abu the wanders my 
Or diſtant village bell, whoſe ſound, n 
Proclaims the witching hour. Then Taney comes; 
But in her train no lovely forms appear, 
No blitheſome groups, thridding the roſeate wreath, | 
Or tripping in fantaſtic meaſures by; ens 15 
No Sylvan pipe, no rude, yet dulcet note 
Of mountain miuſtrelſy delights her ear gar wuz 111 
But the ſhrill nienace of the freezing blaſt, 
(Thron'd on whoſe black and deſolating wing 
Diſeaſe and death hurl the deſtructive thaft) * x | 
_ Howls o'er her breaſt. Still, dauntleſs, ſhe proceeds; 
oa £41923; The 
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The arizdly dew, the ſharp and nipping au, 94d i 
Paſs o'er her cheek: unheeded. All: 8 . f 
She contemplates: the ſblitary ſcene, 2 yy : 
While horror, — NR an Dh 7 42 
Of ſpectres gaunt z of chiefs, whoſe mould rag bones | 
Have ſlept beneath the green- ſod where they wed 

Till Tings ere OY ge 


Now bs 4 beben es 5 oer, 
Hurling the airy jav'lin on the foe; 
And ow they ruſn, in mighty legions, on 
Now form the length' ning columns fiercely beer 
And now the broken ranks diſorder'd fly,” ö 
Pale as the filv'ry beam that marks their courſe; 
And now the breathleſs heaps beſtrew the plain, 
While on their mangled limbs the batter d ſhield 
Gleams horrible; as thro' th? indented ſteel 

The life- ſtream guſhes from the recent wound! = 
The groan. of death fills up the dreadful pauſe; | | 
Sad, and more fad, it echoes o'er the ſcene, 
Till, oft repeated, the deep murmur diess 
The cheriſlrd poiſon, now more potent grown, 
Riots o'er all the faculties at will; 
Strong in, conceit, with faſcination fraught, 
Painfully pleafing. As. the fever burns 

The conſcinuſneſs of miſery recedes; 

Till fill'd with horror, reaſon's barrier fails, 
And I Ae oer th e baun 


Now the wan ale bert ee abe | 
Whoſe ſandy baſe the frequent ſurges lave; 
ITE Diberelbur 
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Diſhevell'! wild 1; and fearleſs of the on 
ere, o'er. the dreadful ſummit me inclines, | 


While dirknefs wraps the liquid world Belo: | 
She liſtens, with attention mute; to catelr DOLL 
The mouruful murmurs of the diſtant main, 


The tempeſt wakes; the rouz d and angry rener 


| _- in the mighty elemental ſtrife, 

o laſh the howling blaſt, whoſe > LAPS breals 
Repels them, foaming, to their native deep. 
Amidſt; the din terrifie, the; doom'd bak 
Strikes on the rocky ſhore. The . 
Fill the dread chorus with the groans of desth, 
Till the tir'd ns moan o'er the. ſhatter'd wreck, 
* N e ine fathomleſs i rg 


oY 7 4 a ii. 


. hos bei ks 1 - A 
Shrieks louder than the hlaſt] but ſlirieks unhead; 
Then Plunges headlong from, the dizay ad 

And, in the byſomp pf: Deſpair, e 


17 5 


Now 8 faint dawn gleams o'er the eaſtern 60 ory 
The ; ſmooth ſea brightens, with the, coming ray, -» i 


"of not y ,veſtige 1 de ſtorm nl, 1 viliaqt 


Hide ol videtiver: 


i161, 


0 1 


Ty pen. bas led me from my beloved 
Salis to the regions of poetical fan- 
cy : there all is Ittuſion; Mi the Se, 
have quitted, ny t fad he Pad : e 

Ms with . th Fri Th i 1 agina Torrows; 
& retyrn to jt e fakcinating i 
0 that 


If Alt! 
1 — 
bY 
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that melatcholy Which 1 have attempted 
to deſcribe ; FF e is n d 
ſubdued by its influence. 

On pafing the threſhold of the term 
tage, J ſelt a ſtrange preſentiment that T 
ſhould ſee. Mr. Belmont no more, I 
looked round with tender recollection of 
all that had paſſed on the preceding even- 
ing; the pillow on the firaw couch ſtill 
| remained indented by the preſſure of his 
head: my heart was burſting with regret, 
and 'I could, at that inſtant, have re- 
ſigned; my exiſtence with the compoſure 
of a'martyrz—yes,' I repeat it, of a mar> 
tyr; for what elſe ſhall T be, at the mo- 
ment when 1 Low my hand to Lord Acre» 
land??? > £22 (45 49 1 

'T'is: mi 2 1 reflect; wet i, I luer 
apathy to benumb my reaſon, I ſhall be 
inevitably loſt ; while I am only dream- 


ing of ſorrow, I may be dragged to the 


altar: there I ſhall awake to the cer- 

tainty” of deſpair. l 
On approaching the indow, 1 ob- 
ſerved Lord Aereland * entering the 
wood, e and walking haſtily. The 
idea 


—_ 


* - —— - pager nt tet . 
— 
— * — 5 , CAE ot , ©, 4. 
K r * 1 
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adea/wof | meeting him was terrible; I 


therefore made my eſcape, before he 


could poſſibly reach the hermitage; and 
running ſwiſtly down the winding path, 
on the oppoſite ſide of the hill, arrived at 
the grotto. without his obſerving me. I 
there ſat down to recover myſelf; for the 
perturbation, fear, and ſpeed with which 
J had flown, had quite | exhauſted my 
ſtrength, at no time powerſul, and lately 
much enfeebled, by the anxiety and want 
of reſt Which IJ have experienced. Thus 
driven from place to place, afflicted, per- 
ſecuted, and overwhelmed with agoniz- 
ing conflicts, I could not reſtrain my 
tears they flowed ſpontaneouſfſy they 
relieved my heart, and the firſt effuſion 
of grief was ſhortly ſucceeded: by mourn- 
ful and ſilent ſorrow. Deeply abſorbed 
in thought, I remained almoſt inſenſible 
of my ſituation—when I was a ſecond 
time alarmed by the ſound of approach- 
ing A roſe from my ſeat—l liſ- 
tremhhled: but my fears ſubſided, 

1d: my good aunt Juliana.— 

Ms» 500 were ſtill humid with tears; 
ohe! | my 
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my heart ſtill throbbed with affliction.— 
She perceived my agitation, and, taking 
my hand with the moſt tender ſympathy, 
requeſted me to allow her a few mo- 


ments conyerſation. The gentleneſs of 


her voice and manner conſoled me; and 
we took our feat in a niche in one corner 
of the grotto. The ſituation ſeemed con- 
genial to friendſhip; no ſound interrupt- 
ed the confidential voice of eſteem, ex- 
cept- the ſoft murmuring of a rivulet, 
whigh, winding among the ſpar, here 
and there, caught the rays of the ſun, 
darting through ſmall-chaſms in the roof, 
and, by columns of brilliant light, ren - 
dering the other parts of the n more 
gloomy, yet more ſerenely inviting. 
Sophia,“ ſaid my aunt, I RPM 
been in ſearch of you, and am delighted 

in having an opportunity of converfing 
wich "ou alone. Lou ſeem dejected and 
inhappy* tell me, my dear child, what 

510 . aflicte you? Is it the auſterity 


of loner father” eee cee, ee | 


your be, r Charles Belmont PU 
I ſtarted, 


* 


* ** 
% —— 


* 
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: 
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fi 
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I. ſturted, an 4 5 lies glowed with con. 
fuſion. | 

e y 5 arty for ws Belmont be e. 
peated T; . for R s ſake, my 1 
madam, what i is Mr. Belmont to me! 
May I not be permitted to admire an ami- 
able object, without bein ſuppoſed to en- 
tertain more ſerious ſent ments * Why do 
you ſuppoſe Te am nay oh, Mr. Ter 
e account OP 9 eee ple 

r A bat the Cie never kalle to interpret 
for the heart that overflows with tender- 


neſs: 0 then very caution we uſe to conceal 


our deareſt affections, only ſerves to be- 
tray us. E have not travelled through 
fifty years without making ſome obſerya- 
tions ; and, if 1 can road the human heart 
at , 1 think, that of a young. unprac- 
tiſed girl i is no very difficult ſtudy. ] am 
convinced that you loye Charles Belmont; 
I do not wonder at it ; we all adore him; 


and 1 know that Sir Philip and Lady Wat- 


| kins 1 have readily conſented to your 


G 


t yous Rare 8 en ambi- 


5 tion 


; 
o Fl dF > þ bs 
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tion e 4 to an pane of an hight 


order. | 
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emotion ; 1 what, are the real diſtinctions 


in ſociety but thoſe of genius and virtue. 4 | 


Who has more exalted e than Mr. 
Belmont!“ bs 


ot, 71 een all you would, wiſh to 
ufiquate upon that ſubject, ” replicd my | 


Mr. Belmont has every Tight t to 


aunt ; 
the moſt, unbounded admiration; yet re- 
member the maxim of Rocheſfaucault, 


* 


| the World oftner 7 rewards the appearance 
of merit, than merit itſelf. With more 


390 


art, and leſs genius, Mr. Belmont might 
take place of half the trifling coxcombs 


42 R 
be will meet with 5 in ſociety; were my 


482 


fl ingle opinion only requiſite, to. confirm. 


your choice, 1 ſhould not heſitate a mo- 
ment. to declare f in his favour.” 1 kiſſed 
ber hand—my , &A alitude 1 2 unſpeakable.” 
| „What e can be done? * continued . 


be Ti 


e aunt ; 40 1 am e and 
185 "make CO 1 6 promote our 
ppineſs, ib it can be Au guichied wit 
ane Jour h T's will It's; open m 120 


mind 
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mind td Sir Edward; for, believe me, ir 
you abhor Lord Acreland, and have fixed 
your affoctions on our beloved Charles, 1 
will not be preſent at a ceremony where 
your beſt hopes will be facrificed,. to gra- 
tify the baſe and degrading pride of a 
man who is deſtitute of reaſon and huma- 
mity. IT ake my advice, be candid and ex- 
plicit with Lord Acreland ; tell him yu 
cannot make him happy.” Ft ff 
At this moment Lord Acreland entered 
the grotto. His mortification was not to 
be concealed by the forced ſmile which | 
accompanied his | pretended” pleaſure at 
finding us. To me he was no more than 
commonly eivil; but his affected bow, as 
2 approached my aunt, beſpoke every 
ting that was malicious and farcaſtic. 
She obſerved and felt his meaning. He 
| enjoyed her confuſion; and, to complete 
his triumph, declared, that he “ ſhould 
have thought ſo ſolitary a retreat but ill- 
ſuited to a youthful imagination, had he 
not found it! in the ſociety of wiſdom 
and experience. With ſuch a monitreſs 


as 441-4 Pengwyrin, « even a eloiſter would 
ſeem 
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ſeem an Elyſium,” aid Lond n 


A pauſe enſued. 
Qur ages are iu Muited. 1 105 8e 


our minds are congenial.“ replied my 


aunt. — PE 
lowed: U ö 

The — lad may. be atv 
by peeviſh and repining ſpirits; ' ſaid Lord 
Acreland. The doctrines of antedilu- 
vian maxims will warp even the moſt 
poliſbed opinions: the nonſenſe about 


congeniality of ſoul is quite exploded, and 
every wiſe or reaſonable being now thinks 


for himſelf only; — let each individual take 


care of his on peace of mind, and the 


world will be worth enjoying bad as it 
is.. My aunt made no reply; her man- 
ner evinced her ſilent contempt: ſhe took 


my arm, we quitted the grotto, and ftrol- 
led to the top of the ſhrubbery} where we 


met Sir Philip and Lady Watkins, who, 

with 8 were b a 

us. MOI $73 18570 ; 
#45 This is as it ſhould be! 1". ain 


Gn denk % hy, you look as N 
. ee [Yr 009% N24 


o cc God 
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„ God forbid !” ſaid my aunt; * for 
the only emblems of modern matrimony 
are folly and decorum, each ſtruggling tor 
pre-eminence. . 'The latter is, I truſt, the 
companion of my niece upon all occaſions; 
whether or not ſhe is capable of ſtooping 
to the former, a few days will evince. “ 
Come, come, Juley,” ſaid Sir Ed- 
ward, © you muſt not be captious.— 
Though I can make allowances for an old 
maid's mortification at ſeeing a young 
one's good fortune: this courting buſineſs 
makes you regret loſt time—doesn't it ? 
But never deſpair; your happy day may 
come yet; and, in the _ time, _= 
15 chaſtity to tonſole you.” | 
«, If its power: be equal to its ſearcity,” 
e my aunt, it will not fail to work 
miracles; and, Heaven knows, the wretch 
who is condemned to endure your ſociety, 
has need of conſolation. Vet, give me 
leave to tell you, Sir Edward, I never will 
ud a man who 1 is not the * of my 
110 That's dc . my 
father; « a virgin of fifty. pretends to talk 


r i of 


hor! J 
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of picking and choofing ! Take what you 
can get, Juley; goods that have been long 
on hand can't expect the firſt market; 
time is apt to damage, and faſhions vary; 
you are like a bale of cotton, as one may 
ſay, grown yellow by keeping, and moth- 
eaten by ill-nature. 'Follow Sophy's ex- 
ample,” and take the firſt offer; a doſe of 
matrimony is the beſt remedy to cure the 
ſpleen, as one may ſay: why, you ought 
to have ſeen your children's children by 
this time ;—a young grandmother is, at 
* rate, better than an old maid.” 
hall never aſk your advice, aeg 
mplied-my aunt; therefore, I defire you 
to ſpare me the trouble of hearing it.— 
Thank Heaven! I am my own miſtreſs, 
and above the neceflity of bearing your 
ill- manners: your daughter's good ſenſe 
and accompliſhments are the only attrac- 
tions to be found at Clarendon Abbey.” 
„That happens to be your miſtake,” 
interrupted Sir Edward, „there are at- 
tractions of a very different nature. A 
good houſe, yy”=__ cheer, good wine, and, 
Vol. I. M nin 


in ſhort, every thing that's good! What 
ſay you, my Lord?“ 

“ The hoſpitalities of Clarendon Abbey 
are too well known to require my panegy- 
ric;” replied Lord Acreland, "_ a _ 
cilious ſneer. 

J told you ww,” ſaid Sir W 
« and I believe if his Lordſhip ſpeaks the 
truth, he will confeſs, that the moſt uſeleſs 
piece of lumber on the whole eſtate, is a 
troubleſome old virgin; whoſe wit is worn 
out. in ridiculing her own ſex, and whoſe 
charms are faded in the vain attempt to 


Ba - BO 


captivate our s. 
My good aunt was viſibly mortified by 
this laſt ſevere remark': ſhe played with 
her fan, bit her lip, | ſettled her elbows, 
nodded her head, and difcovered all the 
ſymptoms of reſentment and indignation. 
Lord Acreland's countenance proclaimed 
his ſecret triumph. Sir Edward watched 
the emotions of uneaſineſs which he had 
excited with evident ſatisfaction. ; 
That was a hard knock, my Lord; 
60 Sir Edward. 


c Be 
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« Be merciful, be merciful, my good 
friend,” replied Lord Acreland; © you 
ſhould not ſeek to vanquiſh the gentle 


ſex : beſides, the reſpect due to age ſhould 


not be violated,” 
No man hates quarrelling ſo much as 


I do, my Lord ;” faid Sir Edward: © but 


fleth and blood can't bear ſuch provoca- 
tion. Why Juley is quite ſcouted in the 
City; no body can ſpeak when ſhe is of 
the party, but ſhe begins canting about 
the ancients, and ſuch fabulous ſtuff. 


She wants nothing but a plaid gown, and 


green velvet cap, to be as good an old 
ſchoolmaſter as the beſt of em.“ 


I ſhall not condeſcend to animadvert 
on your brutality ;” replied my aunt: 


« the coarſeneſs of your manners is pro- 
verbial among people of your own claſs ; 
though you never have had an opportu- 
nity of blazoning them in more enlight- 
ened ſocieties. That you ſhould act inde- 
corouſly towards me is not ſurpriſing, 
when you do not even conſult the deli- 
cacy of a daughter's feelings. My wit 
may be worn out, as you elegantly expreſs 

M 2 it ; 
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it; but T have yet a ſmall remnant left, to 
adorn your portrait: as for my charms, if 
they are faded, tis not with grief and op- 
preſſion. My father was no tyrant ; he 
never ſacrificed a daughter to gratify his 
ambition: for, Heaven knows, that you 
was a beggar when my fiſter married you.” 
That's a hit for you, my Lord ;” ſaid 
Sir Edward; * but never mind a fooliſh 
old woman : Sophy knows what's what, 
and is proud of being honoured with your 
Lordſhip's notice.” Lord Acreland bowed, 
and abruptly leaving us, proceeded towards 
the abbey : I was ready to die with confu- 
ſion. Sir Philip and Lady Watkins, who had 
Juſt overtaken us, now Joined 1 in the con- 
verſation. g 
As to the honour, brother,“ ſaid Lady 
Watkins, I cannot coincide with you in 
opinion. My niece is a match for any 
man in the kingdom; and it is not always 
certain, that the higheſt rank inſures the 
moſt perfect felicity.” 
True, added Sir Philip ; ; © my little 
Sophy is a gem, fit for the cabinet of an 


* ! She deſerves to be happy; and, 
to 
v. 
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to tell you the truth, Sir Edward, I meant 
to have aſked your conſent for her to 
marry Charles Belmont, if ſhe had not 
been engaged to Lord Acreland.” I preſſed 
the arm of my good aunt Juliana :—en- 
couraged by this fignal of confidence, the 
ſeconded Sir Philip.—<* That would have 
been a proper alliance; ſhe would have 
been happy with a companion of her own 
age; a friend of her own way of think- 
ing; a huſband of her own choice.” 
% And pray what right has ſhe to 
chooſe ?” faid my father, 
“The right that humanity allows, and 
none but brutes would deny her:“ replied 
my aunt. * Charles Belmont is rich in 
every good quality ; -and if he has not the 
heraldry of nobility, he has the luſtre of 
virtue, that will at my time over-balance 
adventitious claims.” . 
Sir Edward now Ioſt all patience. 
« Why, what a pack of low-minded 
ſkulking relations am I curſed with!“ ex- 
claimed he. Give my daughter to a 
beggarly orphan, brought up upon cha- 
11 A mis-begotten, ill conditioned, pi- 
M 3 tiful, 
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tiful, ſneaking, mountain renegado! A 
- fellow who has not a braſs farthing that 
he can call his own;—as poor as a church 
mouſe, and, at the fame time, as proud a as 
Lucifer!“ 

« You are no judge of merit, brother ;” 
ſaid my aunt: '* you worthip nothing but 
Mammon.” | 

Was he king of Athens too?“ cried 
Sir Edward, lowering his voice, and look- 
ing contemptuouſly at my aunt ; I don't 
care a pinch of ſmuff for a ſcore of 'em.” 

“ Brother, brother,” replied my aunt, 
e don't talk treaſon ! remember the re- 
ſpe due to exalted characters; they are 
like ſo many luminaries in this labyrinth 
of vexation ! They dance beſore our eyes; 
and we follow them, as the leſſer 3 
move round the ſun.“ 

* Yes; and who pays the piper ? re- 
plied Sir Edward. If I muſt dance, let 
it be to my own tune, at leaſt: I've no 
notion of paying the idlers for other peo- 
ple's ſport.” 

Nobody ſuſpects you of making ſuch 


a ſacrifice ;*? anſwered my aunt : * your 
f treatment 
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treatment of Mr. Belmont is a proof of 
your ſelfiſh. nature; —his merit has little 
to hope from your generoſity.” 

« He ſhall never ſtand in need of it;“ 
faid Six Philip. © I only with I could 
once ſee him married to Sophy, and I 


would take care of his happineſs aſter- 


wards.” | 

«© I wonder at your offering me ſuch 
an inſult!” replied Sir Ldward. Mar- 
ried to Charles Belmont ! why, I thought 
I did him honour enough when I received 
him into my counting-houſe.” | 
A great honour, truly;” ſaid my aunt 


Juliana: there is only one houſe he is 
fit for, after having degraded himſelf by 


becoming a dependant on ſuch an illiterate 
favage—and that's Bedlam.” 


„ You deſerve the houſe of correction, 


old Mis,” replied Sir Edward, and I 
ſhould like to make you do penance there 


till you got rid of your crabbed humours; 


why, who the devil 1s to yt up with-your 
whimſies?“ 

Lord Acreland now met us near the 
portico; I endeavoured, but in vain, to 
M4 eh 


2 — 
. — — — 


— — « 
— U ˙ wm üA⏑⁰ <a Rb. 


248 ANGELINAs 


change the converſation. ** Pray, my dear 
aunt,” faid I, in a whiſper, let this 
controverſy ſubſide; you know my fa- 
ther's violent temper, and how dangerous 
it 18 to irritate him when he is out of hu- 
mour.“ | 

“ Yes, yes, my dear;“ anſwered my 
aunt; I know his temper too well; all 

the world knows it.” I trembled at her 
incautious mode of betraying what I had 
laid. Fortunately Sir Edward was ſpeak- 
ing to Lord Acreland, and did not attend 
to her remark. 1 But,“ continued my 
aunt, he is not worthy of my notice: 
women of letters only degrade themſelves 
by contending with idiots and ſlanderers.“ 

Ihe cap doesn't fit! the picture isn't 
like!“ exclaimed Sir Edward; no, not 
a ſingle feature; damn me if you can paint 
any face but your own.“ 

« Never will [ attempt to draw your 
portrait, believe me;“ replied my aunt : 
„remember the fate of Spinello !” 
| „Who the devil was ſhe ?” cricd Sir 

Edward; * a ſuſty old maid, or a Ro- 
man empreſs 2” | | 

: cc It 
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© If I miſtake not,” ſaid Lord Acre- 
land, © Spinello was a Tuſcan painter of 
ſome eminence-?” 

« The ſame, my Lord ;” ant my 
good aunt. He painted Lucifer, and 
found the portrait ſo horrible, that he loſt 
his ſenſes in contemplating his own 
work!“ | 

« Confound your impudence wer - - 
claimed Sir Edward, reddening with-anger, 


and ſtopping ſhort at the ſteps of the por- 


tico. I'll tell ye what, Miſs Pengwynn, 
if you don't pack up your alls, and fly 
off, like a tangent, I'll make you remem- 
ber Clarendon Abbey, as long as you've a 
head upon your ſhoulders,” This ſevere 
expreſſion was accompanied by a mena- 
cing geſture that ſhocked me beyond de- 
ſcription. My poor aunt could ſcarcely 
govern her rage and reſentment ; her ſpirit 
leſſened my diſtreſs, for, I am certain, that 
had ſhe ſhed one ens, | ſhould have 
fainted. 

We paſſed along the Gloom, my aunt 
fanning herſelf vehemently. I ſhall leave 
ihe abbey;” addreſſing herſelf to my father, 


M 5 don't 


| 
| 
| 
| 


9 
—— ̃¶  —— — !. — —— 


250 | ANGELINA. : 
« don't alarm yourſelf, I ſhall leave the 
abbey to night; and you may depend 
upon my explaining all I know on my ar- 
rival in London.” 
* A good riddance !” ſaid Sir Edward, 
the ſooner your back is turned the bet- 
ter ; e will miſs you except the cat 
_ Sophy.” 
Sir Philip interpoſed ; Lady Watkins 
thed tears; I preſſed her hand, not daring 
to utter a ſyllable; Lord Acreland ob- 
ſerved a contemptuous ſilence, and Sir 
Edward laughed immoderately, I attend- 
ed my aunt to her chamber; I intreated 
her, for my ſake, to ſtay; all my folicita- 
tions proved fruitleſs. 
The chaiſe was at the portico in a few 
minutes. My dear aunt deſcended the 
ſteps, her excellent heart was overflowing 
with grief; ſhe could only utter, “ fare- 
well, my poor Sophy, and inftantly ſtep- 
ped into the carriage. The poſtillion drove 
off; Sir Edward ſaluted my good. aunt 
with a war- whoop from the window of 
the library. My affliction could only be 
equalled by my ſhame, when J reflected 
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on the conduc of my father, who had 
rendered himſelf and his family contemp- 
tible in the opinion of Lord Acreland—of 
the deteſted Lord Acreland ! 

J earneftly intreated my aunt to make 
every inquiry after Mr. Belmont. Alas ! 
Louiſa ! I fear the die 1s caſt, and I am 
deſtined to miſery ! We are born to ho- 
nour, to love the authors of our being ; 
but does duty require the facrifice of all 
that renders that being ſupportable, when 
there is nothing to plead but an inſatiable 
ambition ? Heaven knows I would readily 
yield up my laſt figh to fave that father's 
exiſtence, who, without remorſe, can bend 
me to a ſepulchre. 

T wait for your letters : why, why are 
you filent ? Sir Philip and Lady Watkins 
will ſet out for Caermarthenſhire in three 
weeks. Oh! Louiſa! I had rather be the 
inmate of a cottage in the neighbourhood 
of Kidwelly, than the miſtreſs of a palace 
in the metropolis of Britain. 

9 Men, 
SorurA CLARBNDON. 
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LETTER — 4 
The Rev. Mr. jonxs 70 8 Brr- 
MONT. 
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n A $45, | a | Carrmarthenſhire, 


8⁰ * Stn Can two ſhort months 
51h, the gay and buſy world, obliterate 
the impreſſions of ſeventeen years of affec- 
tion, labour, and ſolicitude? In the forma- 
tion of your opening mind, my dear 
Charles, I do not recollect to have incul- 
cated any precept that could tend to 
deaden your humanity ; neither bas my 
example authoriſed you to abjure the me- 
mory of friendſhip, or the duties we owe 
to ſociety. | 
Lou are no ſtranger to the warmth of 
my affection; as a father I have been 
watchful for your ſafety ; as a tutor I have 
toiled for your mental cultivation. J re- 
vered your virtues, 1 admired your under- 
ſtanding ! It expanded like the meek 
bloſſoms of the unfrequented valley; it 
will 
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will tawer r like the cedar on the ſummit of . 


the mountain! 

1 Am declining into the grave; my race 
is nearly over, and I approach the gaol 
where the juſt will be rewarded! It would 
have been ſome conſolation to me had it 
been your lot to cloſe the eyes of your 
earlieſt friend, and trueſt counſellor ;— 
but, alas! you are torn from the humble 
| abode of peace, and are launched on a 
tempeſtuous ſea of troubles, with no pilot 
but your own honour. Your intereſt, and 
the commands of your patron, required 
that you ſhould emancipate from the tram- 

mels of ſcholaſtic labour, and the obſcu- 

rity in which you have been cheriſhed to 
manhood :—theſe were neceflary grievan- 
ces the gay perſpective of honour and 

proſperity dazzled my eyes, and abſorbed 
the tears of regret which our ſeparation 
excited. Yet I did not believe that the 
young ivy would entirely eſtrange itſelf 
from the decaying oak which had been its 
prop, its ſhelter, and its home, without 
drooping, for a time, in ſympathetic ſad- 
„„ 
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- Charles! I ſhall never teach myſelf to 


forget you; I ſhall, while I admire your 


virtues, lament that the frailty of human 
nature makes us all apt to receive benefits 
eagerly, and to requite them with tardi - 
neſs, I am not offended, I am only griev- 
ed; yet, if you are happy, 1 will learn to 
= content. 

Poor Morgan is at reſt for ever! He | 
expired ten days fince, worn out with age 
and infirmity; his good old mate only 
ſurvived to ſee him conveyed to his laſt 
Jong home ! They were a guiltleſs pair ; 
they ſtole through the vale of life as the 

rays of a wintry ſun glide over the deſert; 
they were cheerful, though not brilliant ; 
they enlivened a ſcene where all was poor 
and uncuttivated. 

They often talked of you with delight ; 
age is apt to be loquacious, and ſometimes 
tedious. Yet 1 have liſtened to their 
prattle whole honrs together, when you 
have been the ſubject of their - honeſt 
eulogium. Praiſe, that flows ſpontaneouſly 
from diſintereſted minds, is acceptable and 


gratifying; and, I will venture to aſſert, 
8 | that 
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that all the glozing admiration your vir- 
tues will extort, even from the tongues of 
envy. and ſelf-importance, will be leſs 
pleaſing to your ear, leis ſoothing to your 
heart,. though drefſed with the graces of 
_ eloquence, than the ſimple applauſe of 
old Morgan, and his babbling helpmate ! 

Now, my dear Charles, let me develope 

a myſtery which might have remained for 
ever unknown, did I not feel bound to re- 
veal it, injuſtice to departed philanthropy} 
You are not indebted to Sir Philip Wat- 
kins, or to me, for the vital air you breathes 
you owe your exiſtence to your loſt aſſo- 
ciate—the venerable Morgan: but, for his 
pity, you had funk, an infant, to the grave 
unknown; perhaps, unlamented: he took 
you to his boſom, as the ſhepherd: does 
the tempeſt-heaten lamb ; he warmed you 
into life, and preſerved that life by eigh- 
teen months of weary toil : his labours 
were ſuſtained by HIM who can give 
ſtrength to the feeble, and hope to the 
forlorn ! It is a long and melancholy 
ſtory ; * cunofity; on a ſubject. fo 
| touching, 
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bios, will awaken your feelings, and 
extort an anſwer from you. 

Oh! offspring of ſorrow | poor travel- 
Jew through this wilderneſs of care, little 
doſt thou dream of thy firſt ſteps on its 
precin&ts ! Dark were thy earlieſt proſ- 
-pecs ; but the Supreme can illumine the 
deepeſt chaos of oblivion. There is no- 
thing myſterious to-him that is all myſtery! 
Revere his power! for he preſerved thee, 
even in the abyſs of peril! 

We ſhall expect to ſee Sir Philip 15 
g Watkins before the ſnow covers the 
mountains. They will be grieved when 
they hear of poor Morgan's death. The 
good old man was, before you came to 
Caermarthenſhire, the baronet's game- 
keeper; the cottage you loved fo well, 
was built, by my Lady's commands, for 
the boneſt pair. Her bounty ſupported 
them, and though they bad out-lived their 
ſtrength, they had not ſurvived their gra- 
titude. | 

Their little dls: is ſhut up, and an 
ee gloom ſeems to ſadden the vil- 


lage; 
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lage; I never paſs by the door without 
dropping a tear to their memory : they 
reſt in the ſame grave; I performed the 
laſt office of holy reſpect over their re- 
mains; the turf that covers them was the 
freſheſt, the greeneſt that the villagers 
| could find: they ſecured it from unhal- 
lowed moleſtation by hoops of oſier; and 
I was pleaſed, on the following Sunday, 
to ſeeit adorned with flowers that mocked 
the pomp of monumental marble ! yet I 
have ordered a ſmall tablet to their me- 
mory, where their names and their virtues 

( Teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die!“ 

The vain and oſtentatious may pretend 
to pity the low- born child of virtue; or 
may glance over his merit with the cold 
eye of apathy; but the proudeſt potentate 

might envy the tribute which the hand of 
truth ſhall tranſcribe on the humble grave 
of poor old Morgan. 

Adieu, my dear Charles; believe me 
„ 


Your friend and ſervant, 
| Evan JoNEs. 
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/LBTTER XX. 
Mrs. HorrTox to Sornia CLARENDON. 


| 5 
FO will relinquiſh your right to re- 
proach me, when I tell you that 1 
have been ſo dangerouſly ill as to leave no 
hope in the mind of my medical attend- 
ants; my poor Horton has been ſenſibly 
affected by my ſufferings; and though the 
power of ſympathy ſometimes lightens the 
weight of affliction, believe me, I felt 
my pain rather augmented than decreaſed, 
by the agony I occaſion in the breaſt of 
the moſt amiable of beings. I know my 
danger; the languor of my ſpirits, the 
feebleneſs of my frame, too plainly an- 
nounce the. peril of my ſituation : I only 
valued life in proportion as my exiſtence 
contributed to the felicity of him who is 
dearer to me than all other conſidera- 
tions; and I ſhall only meet death with a 
figh, at the recollection of what he will 
ſuffer. It will be a cruel ſeparation ; 
bn tt but 
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but he has a philoſophic mind, and will, 
I hope, while he does juſtice to my me- 
mory, reconcile himſelf to an event which 
cannot be averted. 

My heart throbs with pain and indig- 
nation while I read the deſcription of 
your ſorrows. Sophia, there is no law, 
believe me there is none, either divine or 
human, that can authoriſe ſuch perſecu- 
tion — ſuch a ſacrifice, Your reſiſtance is 
virtue; your ſeeming diſobedience will 
preſerve your father from future pangs of 
conſcious agony ; yourſelf from the miſe- 
ries of irreparable diſgrace. Heaven will 
abſolve the crime—and every feeling heart 
will ſanction your reſolution. 

Alas, Sophia! I could unveil a myſ- 
tery that would freeze the very life-ſtream 
of your boſom. I could relate a ſtory at 
which your ſoul would ſhudder ! but, by 
ſo doing, I ſhould betray the confidence 
of one who was once moſt dear to me 
I ſhould violate a folemn oath pledged to 
the gentleſt, the lovelieſt of women !— 
When I look back to that ſcene of tender 
confidence, when I remember her words, 

her 
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her beauty, her merit, her grief, my heart 
ſcarcely palpitates, and my eyes are ſuf- 
fuſed with tears. Would to God, they 
could blot out the record of affection 


which is engraved upon my memory,! - 


If Lord Acreland perfiſts in his inhu- 
man purpoſe—if Sir Edward continues to 
be the confederate of his guilt, I will 
haſten to Clarendon Abbey, in order to 


try whether the former will have courage 


ſufficient to demand you in my preſence. 
He dares not —I would tear the maſk 


"away that hides the ſubtle poiſon, ſo well 


contrived for the purpoſe of deſtroying. 
Believe me, Sophia, I ſhould be the firſt | 
to reprobate an act of filial diſobedience, 


and the laſt to uphold a child againſt the 


authority of a parent—even ſuch a parent 
as you have ever found in Sir Edward; 
but I ſhould confider myſelf as the moſt 
atrocious criminal, if I could become an 
accomplice, and ſtand by, the tame * 


tatreſs of ſuch a ſacrifice. 


I often wiſh for your ſociety, from a 
conviction that your converſation and ac- 


nts would jnfinitely conſole. 


Mr. 
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Mr. 8 and divert his mind from 
the melancholy contemplation of my te- 
dious infirmity : in him you would find a 
guardian and a friend; for the honourable 
feeling mind will ever prove the former 
to oppreſſed innocence, and the latter to 
unmerited affliction. Here your grief 
would be diverted; for, even amidſt all 
my ſufferings, I ſometimes cannot help 
ſmiling, when I ſarvey the variety of cha- 
racter, the abundance of abſurdity, for 
which this place has ſo long been cele- 
brated. Half the ſociety here conſiſts of 
goffipping old maids, needy adventurers, 
coxcombs, ſtudying Cheſterfield on the 
verge of eternity, ruined profligates, and 
title-ſick, wealthy . widows; who, while 
time marks the progreſs of every hour on 
their varniſhed features, talk of conqueſt 
with as much effrontery as though they 
were juſt entering the gay world, adorned 
with all the bluſhing graces of juvenile 
attraction! The young and lovely orna- 
ments of ſociety find very formidable ri- 
vals in thoſe antiquated huſband-hunters; 


they 
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they grow in every ſoil, but in theſe warm 
regions they bloom with redoubled vigour, 
like the holly, ever green, and ever pre- 
| pared to wound all who approach them. 
A rich widow's arrival here is a matter of 
as much delight as that of a cargo of tur- 
tles to the ear of an epicure, or a con- 
ſignment of beauty to the ſallow ſons of 
Aſiatic luxury. She is the ſubject of uni- 
verſal converſation; her name glares on 


every ſubſcription li, in every public re- 
fort of either the valetudinarian or the 


 fortune-hunter : ſhe exhibits all her eaſt- 

ern paraphernalia at the rooms, and all 
her ftore of coſmetics at the theatre. In 
the morning ſhe is nervous, languid, and 
intereſting; in the evening ſhe becomes 
the very ſout of vivacity. There is no 

place of amuſement which is not infeſted 
with this ſpecies of breathing merchan- 
dize: they envy ſuperior talents, and 
look upon genius as an interloper in their 
dull round of vapid enjoyments. In the 
libraries they are noiſy and loquacious; 
at Ge pump, 55 and inquiſitive ; 


at 
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at the theatre, overbearing and obtruſive; 
at the rooms it is difficult to ſay which is 
their prominent feature; there the affec- 
tation of youth is ſo mingled with the 
garrulity of age, that the one perpetually 
counteracts the other. Do not conſider 
this portrait as diſtorted, or contemn the 
painter for a too exact copy of the de- 


formed original: believe me, I have but 


faintly ſketched a character which is well 
known in this reſort of pain and plea- 
ſine, of dullneſs and abſurdity ! 

In a few days I ſhall remove to Briſtol, 
the uncultivated ſoil of native, but neg- 
lected genius! There ſhall I, in fancy, 
wander with the ſhade of Chatterton, and 


| often drop a tear to the memory of the ill- 


fated Savage—the former fled from his 
home, to periſh among ſtrangers; be- 
cauſe that home afforded no patron, no 
kind congenial ſpirit! The latter, diſ- 
guſted with the world, ſhrunk from the 
ſtorms of adverſity, and retired thither, 
to die, unſeen —wnpitied ! Ungrateful 
Britain! the tears of neglected Genius 
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Sornrk CLartxpoN to Mere. Hon ron. 
| * my Wi | Clarendon Abbey, Midnight. 


0 news of Charles Belmont! What 
am I to think? How uam 1 to arm 
my. e with fortitude, to meet all the 
miſeries that tenderneſs anticipates and 
reaſon ſhudders to encounter. Oh! Bel- 
mont! too ſurely I never ſhall forget thy 
virtues! and, remembering them, it is 
_ equally certain I never can become the 
wife of Lord Acreland. I am almoft\de- 
prived of ſenſe, to know the magnitude 
of my diſtreſſes; but the ſmall portion 


| which remains tells me they are infinite. 
Why 
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Why did fate direct the footſteps of Ge- 
 nius and of Virtue to the abode of Ava- 


rice and Pride? Why did the luſtre of 
ſplendid acquirements ſhed ſuch tranſient 
delight on the deep glooms of melancholy 


and deſpair? Unhappy Belmont! per- 


haps the conflict between gratitude and 


love has overwhelmed his reaſon, and 


urged him to a deed of horror! Oh, 


God! the very idea bewilders my facul- 


ties! A being ſo gifted by nature, ſo en- 
lightened by education, ſo generous, ſo 
honourable, ſo perfect! Louiſa, if he 
has fallen a victim, I muſt not hope to 
ſurvive him, I had almoſt faid—I will 
not—Where, where ſhall I ſeek repoſe, 
if he is devoted to ſorrow? How ſhall I 
endure the buſy turmoil of life, if he 
lleeps in the grave?—the cold grave L 


| my blood freezes wiih horror! | 


My hermitage, my favourite dear re- 
treat, is the daily ſcene of my unavailing 
anguiſh ; that ruſhy pillow, made 3 


by his tears, is hourly drenched with 


mine: his were the tears of paſſion, mine 
are thoſe of N Whenever I paſs 
Vor. I. N the 
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| the threſhold, I feel-thilled, as though l 
deſcended into à ſepulchre: there every 
ſpeck of carth ſeems filled with myſteri- 
"ous enchantment. Memory recalis his 
voice, his look, his wild diſordered mien, 
Bis eyes, now. beaming with tenderneſs, 
now gazing, in fixed and terrifying fren- 
'zy! Can I forget: him? Oh! rather 
N ay, I can relinquiſh all that ennobles hu- 
| manity ; ſuppoſe me capable of every vice 
| that can contaminate the foul ; ſuſpect me 
of deceit, of infamy, but do not think 
me capable of forgetting Charles Bel- 
mont. Perhaps, while I am writing, he 
languiſnes on a bed of ſickneſs, in all 
the miſery of diſappointed hope] or wan- 
ders amongſt ſtrangers, unknown, un- 
-friended.1 Separated from all his earlieſt 
friends, his tendereſt connections, what 
vill reaſon ſuggeſt to him? That apathy 
which will teach him to abjure the me- 
mory of all paſt attachments; or, if he 
- remembers them at all, will it not be with 
indifference? Ne ar, ** e annihi 
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ir Philip and Lady Waage den the 
abboy yeſterday morning, in ſenrch of 
their beloved Charles. 5 "The. good old | 
Haronet is almoſiifrantic :, his wite drops 
bennath the preſſuro of affliction. Inhu- 
man Belmont! what a {gene of mi 161 
has thy ſilence occaſioned! 11; 
Lady Selina Wantworth, the fiſter of 
| 5 days paſt. þ The moſt deteftable of r WO- 
men! She is a compound of every 

. thing that can tend to augment my af - 

fiction : ſhe is arrogant, without merit; 

8 Senke without wit; vain without 
beauty - andd oſtentatihus, without: pity, 
Lady Selina, though turned of thirty, 
owing to a ſmall and not inelegant figure, 
may paſs for ſome years younger. Her 

t dountenance is animated and arch, never 

Without à ſneer of contempt, or a ſmile 

of ridicule: her eyes are blue; and though 

ie not large, extremely expreſſive; her Hair 
ch light brown. In the morning ſhe looks 

i- pale and languid; but when ſhe has laid 

on her evening roxge, which ſhe does in 

Ir immoderate quantities, ſhe has an appear- 

N 2 ance 
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ance of youth, and, vivacity which is often 
iſtaken for the moſt brilliant wit. Her 
voice is, either affectedly drawling, or 
fippantiy ſhrill, according to her hu- 
mour, or the ſubject of converſation. 
She dreſſes fantaſtically, not only in 
faſhion, almoſt. groteſque, but in an aſ- 
ſemblage of colours chat fatigue the eye 
and diſguſt the fancy. Slie only wiſhes 
to render herſelf remarkable wherever ſhe 
appears, and ſhe ſucceeds. to the! bauen 
extent of her Wiſhes. J igomt ift“ 
She knows, every body's ae 
8 all the private anecdotes 
of the higher circles: She ſeldom ſpares 
a friend; and to an enemy ſhe is merci- 
le She has, for many years, been 
ſcarching for a matrimonial alliance— 
numberleſs have been ber admirers? but 
ſhe is ſtill condemned to the title of ſpin- 
flex. She is an adept at the gaming · ta- 
ble; a coquęet by; nature, a libertine by 
education. She talks inceſſantly, and is 
er inactive: here either vanity or 
ſpleen is 1g be gralified. Sir Edward; bas 
been informed that ſhe is confidered as the 
112. > | * 
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epitome of every thinks" "high-bred and 
attractive: He commends' her taſte, ap- 


e's virtues, and wonders af hey 


him with little leſs than” undiſguiſed con- 


tempt. This vain, this wifling woman, 


is henceforth to be my model, and my 
friend; ſhe is to regulate my thoughts, to 
fancy my dreſs, to arrange my amuſe- 
ments, and to felect my companions— 
not only my affociate in public, but i. 4 
domeſtic monitreſs. 

This morning, ſoon” After" breakfait; 1 
retired to my drefling- room, intending to 
dedicate an hour to mournful meditation. 
In affew minutes 1 received a meſſage 
from Lady Selina, deſiring my att 
to walk with her. ] ſent an excuſe, and 


urged indiſpoſition as the cauſe of de- 


elining the invitation. I heard the ſer- 
vant deliver my apology to her as ſhe 
ſtood in the balcony men _ wins 
Sos elmo. edict. ode... noutemubs 
10 Ten her the muſt come,” faid Lady 
Selina; if the does not, 1 mall fend 
Sir Edward to Wich her??? " DOCTOUI? [LW 
3 1 Sir 


2 * 


e r 
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Sie Edo and obeyed her confittarids, and 


I Was. ſoon reprimanded with more” than 
aſyal ſeverity. I wonder at you, [Mit 
Clarendon,” exclaimed my father; do 
you 1 not know that lier ladyſhip'1s wait- 
ing? People of her conſequence Are not 
accuſtomed. to refuſals: ſhall 1 never 
make you feel a proper degree of refpect 
for rank? Why; one would think - 
wiſhed to affront your new relations!“ 
* ;< am ready to attend you, Sir,“ an- 
ſwered x; * though am extremely ill, 
and had I been at liberty to chooſe; L fhould 
certainly have Toad in my drefling- 
” | Sod 421 1949: IST SECT 
* Nonſenſe, Pn th repfled Sir 
Laa : theſe megrims mould be 
laughed out ol you > tis all affectation 
and ſtuff. 1 am not ealily cajoled; I 
know that. nothing ails you, and defire 
that 1 may hear no- more of ſuch trum- 
pety excuſes... Come, come, exerciſe 
Will do. you good, and give you an appe- 
tite, for dinner: we ſhall Kay for you in 
the wilde neſs; and 1 deſire J dat 
„ to make beg lady ſhip Wait.“ 
0 fon 


* ſoon joined the party, which copfi ſted 
af Lady Selina, Lord Acreland, and Sir 
Edward. I was greeted by the former 
with, a malicious ſmile and a farcaſti ic 
compliment, on my good looks, con- 
ſidering I was ſo violently indiſpoſed.“ 1 
returned this inſtance of kindneſs with 
ſilent contempt, and we : proceeded 15 en 
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4 This is my Sone in „ Gd 


Lady Selina ; * 'tis ſo deliciouſly cool and 
refreſhing, , Brother, I infift upon having 
A Saler at Wehn next Da, 3 will 
ENT! Sea} it celeſtiall“ N fot 
fin % Miss. Clarendon's taſte . and oe 
will, doubtleſs, ſuggeſt ſomething charm- 
ae 7 replied Lord AcrelanßcC. 
a . N "*% anſwered Lady, Selina, with 
males flippancy, „it ſhall be all my 
owns nobody but myſelf ſhall offer a 
ſingle idea; I know more about theſe 
things than any body. Miſs Clarendon 
muſt not diſpute the wreath of faſhion 
with me, though ſhe may haye ſome 
claims to the laurel of genius. Mine ho 
3 i 
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elbe light and elegant efforts of tafte—-her's 
are the more romantic and ſentimental oe- 
-cupations; of ſtudy.” V amb 1 10? 
ee Thall; not attempt to emulate the 
ſuporior #nomledgs God 
Kd dee 59137 1 our Ms 1 24 

„ You are right, child,“ 8 
8 Selina; it would be too richen- 
lous, for Lam Fu very oracle of fancy! 
Didn't I make the whole plan for Lady 
Fhantom's - fete champeètre? Doesn't 
Lady Oker always deſire me to deſign 
the decorations, when ſhe receives maſks? 
and didn't I caſt the characters in the laſt 
French play at Twadlingbourg Houſe, 
ſence of good taſte? You don't know 
what celebrity I have acquired. But,” 
eoſtinded Lady Selina, looking affectedly 
over het ſheulder, at my father; theft 
ſort of oi are n * * ow 
0-3 4nd r ud bt „ 311911 

My langhtes hogs vary 8 way 
ab doing; things; too, Iaſſure your lady- 
wet anfwered Sir Edward; “ and is 
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"noted n de c for e ho hon (Pr 
.of faſhion 3 214. 57 5 
=o 4 thr Mit cinendew is 
extremely admired in the: city,” replied 
Lady Selina, laying a particular emphaſis 
on the laſt word. I remember her 
Jooking vaſtly pretty at one of the Lord 
Mayor's balls; when ſhe danced” with 
Sir Something Somebody the Weich 
Knight. -with the blue and ſilver waiſt- 
coat I was really aſtoniſhed to ſee her; 
for I didn't think that any thing ſo well- 
mannered was to be found} at dach mt 
tance from St. James's.” HA 
NM have ſome very ſmart girls i im my 
city; my lady,” ſaid Sir Edward and 
Idthink they would be ſtill handſomer, if 
they didnt ape your court manners | fo 
much: why one can't ſtep into a ſhop, to 
buy a ſingle article of trade in which wo- 
men are employed, but one ſees em be- 
dizened and tricked out with your Turk 
iu caps, and flowing locks; and patches ; 
and paint and things, juſt, for all the 
world, as if they were going to the draw 
ing room; and ſome of em look as bold, 
l : * . and 
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all Rate at 6s with as inte what &, 
as though they were born to a ducheſs s 
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AN. Yo u are very Pleafttit, indesd, gta 
Lady Selina, fheeringly- AS merges 


2 ow ladyſhip,”. Alke red 


Sir Edward; ot Nr og to. de as 
agtecable can ot of; i: 
a 0 Then the Went NAY bee of 
pleafi ng. is very limited, ö ind cried 
Lady Selina. Pate he TS Hoc 
My father did not much Anil this re⸗ 
461 however, he turned it off with” 
16 7eld ſmile, and continued! - bh, 
I don't pretend to much lekmitig,” to 


5 ſure, my lady; but if yo want to 
4alk about writing and reading, and thoſe 


things, Sophy i is emen fol hen, 1 


a £45 þ bn. 


warrant.“ © TI + 


EO Indeed, Si ” {aid 1. 61 TRY Pre- 


"hots -—o any competition. in 1 dy 
ina,” F; x | 


e Thi 805 fool you! ” debe 8 Si r Ed. 


0 ward. 4 TH pit you againſt any lady 1 in 
; the land, on the ſcore of te learning! Why 
5 what have I pang 10 28 bandred pounds 
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for, but to make v 2 made of f gout 
15 % f 
1 have 1 been a ea Aae 
of talents!” cried, Lady Selina. . Miſs 
Pengwynn gave me ſome. of Miſs Cla- 
rendon's ſonnets; and very pretty they 
are, for ſo young a poet.“ D pitta” 
Sir Edward ſeemed en with 
confuſion. .< Excufe me, my lady,” ſaid 
he, after ſome heſitation «of: muſt, have 
been a miſtake of my fiſter's : I truſt $04 
2 my, never made ſuch a fool of herſelf as 
to turn poet. She can buy ſuch trumpery 
"as cheap as dirt, now- a wk N 
: beg, can write verſes.” 3 5 
171775 Tis eaſy to make rhymes,” ZH "WERE! 
[Lady Selina; 0 but there is a vaſt diffea 
/ rence. between the mere Jingle. of words 
and the true inſpiration of poetry“. 
„ think. tis all alike,” anſwered Sir 
Edward; if 66 verſes are but verſes, make 
the moſt af em; and, for my part, the 
ceaſier they are to be underſtood the better 
I like em. We have as good hands at 
Postry, among our clubs in the B as 
vou haye,a at the court end of, the town j— — 
5 ls ne 
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276, 
we ſelddom part 811 fong. or 
other; for he that makes it, comes in gra- 
tis for the day; and a good dinner will 
always ebe a, poetical grace, as one 

may a. noulf is b 5 
ies good, very good!” cried Lady 

Sling; with an affected titter: {why 
7088 50 wit as h as aber 1 ds in 


13 


pee in — parton of Fla. 
tus than in the pages of literature.“? 
TY! There you have hit it, my lady,” re- 
23 Sir Edward; „we toil to procure 
what you Eſhionable ladies ſtudy to 
0 — 480 Tok 6 8Fiqqinor bluozt - 
Lady Selina as, mute, and diſcon- 
certed:;; She quitted the grotto, ſpeaking 
in a low voice to Lord Acreland, who, 
by a ſignificant ſhrug, ſeemed to con- 
ſels the truth of hex obſer vation. 
We now proceeded towards the worde ö 
ich pavilion, near the lake. t 
122 How / do You: ke my tent; ' Gag Sir 
Edward: 55 xs an expenſive geW-gaWws;. 
and ſome bow. 1 don't xelifh it, after all.— 


the, top looks mean and, pitiſel. Im 
<a as F | think- 


1 
iI : 


thinking of putting up; n leiden Mier- 


cury; or ſome ſuchꝭ light, elegant devices a 
what think you my lady? e 
tee I dent't think at all about” it,“ an! 
ſwered Lady Selina, throwing e 
* neither do I care.“. 

a Suppoſe, ſaid Sir Edward, Wes J* Pt 
up a buſt of Julius Cæſar, or Pompey; 
or Jupiter, or ſome otber hero of anti- 
quity. One niay* have that caſt in ſead, 
too; and then” twill bear all weathers.“ 

Les, and probably Paſs for 4 Dead 
of one of the family,“ anfifered woos 805 
Ih. ab all e e eee 

I could not ſuppreſs a ſlight wennn 
of mine, as an Aekhowledg tient for this 
compliment. Lady Selma affected to 
grin ſhe occaſioned? 

 Acreland,- and gather me a Bbo⁰ 

Joe „* ſaid ſhe; II make” a Bandehn for 
o hal I want ſomething to amuſe 


me.“ int 189% oi £81 
115 Nam altar; aid: my fa. 
there “ Why'fifter Juley would fit hers 
half the day, and khöt, and make fur 
belows, er play on the guitar, or cut 
A 8 watch- 
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Foe Tf 4 was — conſiſtent .yith 
her purſuits and time of liſe: hen 1'm 
an old maid, I'll follow her example.“ 4 
; n {You muſt make haſte and begin, 
then, my lady; cried Sir Edward: no- 
thing like making hay While the ſun 
ſhines. Why, Sophy isn't, by. a dozen 
years, ſo old as your ladyſhip: and Lbe- 
lieve ſhe's glad to get a huſband. , 
Indeed youre wiſtakonu(4Sin!") £6 | 
I. Tis my opinion that an old maid, is 
a character highly reſpect; [ 
Jaliana's virtues. hape, confirmed my ſen- 
timents on that ſubie ct.: „0 
Now, you ſpeak of that amiable 
Jet me aſk if ſhe is alſo gone in purſuit 
of the Welch Adonis? Hei mult; have 
been perfectly foxmillablsi;: tas well 1 
didnt foe him, for I am monſtrouſly apt 


to fall in love. He ſhould haye: been my 
: Strephon, and Miss Clarendon ſheuld 
have „ Wale tonger canꝛo- 


4 1 
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enden which 1 would have ſung to him 
from morning till night, to beguile the 


melauchely hours. Iam told he was 


quite tlie ſort of creature ſor a dangler 


very polite, very docile, and very ſenti- 
mental. Won't he come back? I am | 


* ly dying to fee him. I like the beau- 
tits of wild uncultivated nature excef- 
Help! and ſhould adore a lover of my 
bon educsting (HQOC eee 
Hel The young man you Speak of, fſaid 
Lord Acreland, was by no means defi- 
cient in mental accompliſhments; as to 
his perſonal enen 1 do not go 
tend to be à judge 
1 1 young fe, 
to be ſure,” ſaid my father; * but had he 
remained with me, he'd have been ano- 
ther gueſs ſort of thing g 
„ Moſt Mkely,“ anſwered Lady Se- 
Iina; * but am ſure he was handfome=- 
Miſs Clarenden, I believe, thought: him 
o; and there fare no better judges of 
beauty than noveLreading: young ladies: 
tliey are ſo actuſtomed to heroes of more 
than Human aoquirements, '; that when 
* Je 2 they 


Pan a mere mortal any” ſhare' of 
perfection „be muſt. be: a, prodigy, in- 
deed! II Dios Faq ee 
- -$Jt mould. /be\prefuraption ! to a 
| abject, ”_- xoplied: 1 Auelund. 3 . 
Mr. Belmont was not the moſt amiable 

of men, I believe he was, at leaſt, the 
15 moſt happy. Te be the favourite of ſo 
accompliſhed a judge, was ſufficient to 
eſtabliſh his fame, and to make him an 
| W univerſal enyy h 

1 ey not how to . #6; enn 
Bs was n 0 ai 8005 b 0 0 
. Abe young sn realy þ ſomething 
1 ont him, c 
41 cbnüdedng un he was ode 
in obicu ity 3+ but you made too 
much of him, Sir Edward: fumiliarity 
is dangerous to little minds; it is apt to 
elevate them till they ſoar beyond the li- 
mits of propriety. Mr. Belmont was not 
deficient in ſelſrlove, or unconſeiouis of 
| the ee he oy inf hin Aa- 


Lady 


0 
& J 


;0Ladyi Selina ſtill watched my courite- 
nance with 8 Olin 

« For my part,“ continued Lord Abel 
land, I converſed with him but little; 
ſor I am not fond of your Plebeian Platos, 
your philoſophers, who talk more than 
they read, and who have read much 
more than they underſtand. 
No matter for that,” 3 Lady 
Selina; 1 ſhould have liked him of all 
things! I think it is ſtill poſſible to diſ - 
cover his retreat. Suppoſe, by way of a 
frolic, I put an advertiſtment in the newſ- 
Papers, ſaying, that a young lady, deeply 
intereſted in the fate of a' gentleman, who 
lately abſented himſelf from à certain 
houſe in Oxfordſhire, would be happy to 
meet him on ſuch a day, having fome- 
thing to communicate of infinite impor- 
tance to is ſuture welfare. I would go 
to town on purpoſe: it would be wonder- 
fully comicab! - What do you think, 
mann Wou'dn't it be droll 

Very droll!“ eee £5 ready to | 
brei vexation n A 150 


—ä— — 
vil be delicious!“ continued Lady 
Selina; and I hall not reſt till, I, have 
accompliſhed my plan.“ ts fem B 0 
N on are tod jeccentric, indeed, 80. 
RY Neried Lord Acreland; . but your 
vivacity is ſo. delightful that I muſt forgive 
you.—You have my free conſent to laugh 
at the object of your ridicule; |. but. you 
ſhall not —— e t at 
8 OH-. d 7 fo 
„Till you are married 1” e 
Lady Selina. „ Why, hat a felt 
5 that you cannot ſuffer 
any one to be happy except yourſelt, 
Don't you think he is unreaſonable, 
Mig Clarendon, to refuſe mo the chance 
of captivating Mr. Belmont, when he 
has ſo perfectly accompliſned his own 
plan of felicity ? ee only 
makes me more impatient: I am deter- 
mined to loſe no time, and will take fifty 
guineas, to return five hundred, if I am 
not married to Charles Belg: in IS 
a m Nef 8 5100 
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- 4. /Ridiculous!” ſaid Lord Acreland ; 

e you would not, ſurely, give your hand 
to a man whom you have never feen.“ 
% Why not?“ replied Lady Sel * 
Are not our moſt illuſtrious marriages 
arranged on the ſame principle? What! 
I ſuppoſe you would have me agree to all 
the antediluvian forms of a regular court- 
ſhip!—T am certain I ſhould not only de- 
teſt them, but the lover alſo, who could 
ſuppoſe me capable of ſuch folly. There 
will be ſomething vaſtly new and delight- 
ful in my ſeheme; it will beat Scotland 
all to nothing The ſooner I depart, the 
better. Who knows but 1 may return in 
time to have f Clarendon for one ol 
my hride-maids??·?TD? —. 
I ̃leave you to ange of! my gbtings 
during this converſation. Lord Acreland 
obſerved my emotions: he'ſhook his head 
reproachfully at Lady Selina; and, for 
the firſt mitte in my life, 1 thotight 

him amiable. 221180) OJ Do ; 
Come, come, Selina, you wt CAr<- 
Tied this jeſt beyond the limits of deco-, 
rum, ſaid Lord Acreland; „ and I beg 
the 


— — —— — — ow — —— 


avo . ö of 55 vou to ie the Converſa- 
tion; it is not an I Lon vou- muſt 
Jon dr. EI It en e nov 
My lady is ep joking" eried Sir 


Edward. Gait oec. TONBTT: 
Pray, who told you ſoꝰꝰ ſaid Lady 


Selina, contemptuouſſy; and what r er 


wn have you to doubt my veracity? ? 

" ed _ _— re replien?* ber va. 
1 ooh thought your ladyſhip's ohe ſenſe 
would tell you, that you would judge 
more fairly by knowledge, than by bear- 
ſay. I know: that I never buy a ble of 
goods without firſt ſecing a lample 


and taking a huſband, without even 


knowing who he is, or what he is, would 
be like —— a pig in a poke, as se 
may ſay.“ ! Hf i s e A 
- $5867 Horrid — exclaimed Lady Se⸗ 
lina: „where, in the name of ' Chefter- 
field, have you collected ſuch an uncouth 
farrago of vulgaritie ??: 9) 

„dont underſtand your ladyſhip,” 
cried Sir Edward; deſpiſe collections, 
and. ſcorn to uſe any man's name but my 

own. 
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own, „ Tisſa fooliſh, ſcandalous inſinua- 
tion —and may ruin a man's credit for 
ever. We merchants, my lady, are not 
like you people of faſhion; we have a 
reputation to ſupport, which, if onoc 
| loſt, can never be retrieved.” - U 


£, I, thould. be ſorry to poſſes auc 
ſure that required ſo much doing —_ 


rephed; Lady Selina. 
Sir Edward 8 er ovidently 
offended. at the ſubject of converſation.— 


We followed. flowlys till we arrived at the 


henntkage 1 21 n 7 
Well this is i po b 


exclaimed Lady Selina, ſeating herſelf on 
the ſtraw couch, and placing the ſacred 
pillow; beneath her fect. This is Ely- 


ſium J, ſtill trampling on my beloved re- 
lic. Of all the places I have ever 

this is the moſt delightful retreat 
for romantic lovers! This dim light is ſo 


ſoothing, that the heart Which could fors" 
bear to pity, when implored in ſuch a 


ſhrige;; muſt be inſenſible indeed! Don't 
you think ſo, Miſs Clarendon?! ?:? 


; 2 q pn 
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N hät pelſted betwben me, bnd Bel. 


wont riw ruſhed 'acrols my brain 2 had 


not the power to make a reply. Lady Se- 


Jina; enjoying my diſtreſs, laughed Daw. 
moderately; and Sir Edward? winked, 


with more than uſual meaning. The mi- 
ſerable culprit, waiting to receive ſentenice 
for the moſt atrocious crime, never looked 
half ſo wretched as your uhfortunate 


friend did at that moment. 


„ hope I have not aid any thing 
mul dc propos, cried Lady Selina. Miſs 
Clarendon ſeems chagrined: I cannot 
gueſs what part of my converſation pro- 
duced ſo extraordinary an effect. I de- 
clare I am quite ſhocked" at the viſible 


pain T have innocently -occaſtoned;' and 
ſincerely repent of my indiſeretion, which 


was wholly involuntary.— Will you for- 
give me, my dear? continued Lady Se- 


lina, taking my hand with an ait of pro- 


, tection; * When you know more of the 
world, vou will learn to laugh at a little 


[> 1000 it 140 ETD 


mleſs raillery.“ 
My confuſion increaſed. 


“ Well," 


f Wha 


ern 
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12 6. Well, continuedi;he,,;* this is the 
maſt filly, diſtreſs Lever witneſſed! Nou 
eannot be ſerious, child; you cannot pre- 
tend zs be xnortiſiaclat eur thing that I 
have utterod! | Tis {1 EA LITRE 
% Sophy, I'm ck of you!” aid 
Sir Edward. We had better return to 
the abhey, continued amy father; © for. 1 
oe that Miſs, Clarendon. is ene to 
expoſe herſelf.” z'. 
This propoſition did not Nene pro- 
end from my viſible uneaſineſs: Sir Ed- 
ward was as little pleaſed as myſelf, at 
the deſtruction of the hermit's pillow, 
when he beheld it decorated with gravel 
from the elegant Apex, of the | 209008 
pliſhod: Lady. Sella 4 
„ am afraid your ladyhip finds: it; ra- 
ther cool: here, after, walking in the ſun : | 
the, Naß floor is damp; we had better be 
ps ſaid Sir Edward. 

„ not at all, replied Lads, Selina; ; 
h 60 this mat will preſerve me, from the dan- 
ger of catching cold, tis fit for aer 
elſe,” 
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„Why, to tell you the truth, my 
Lady,” ſaid Sir Edward, „I always 
thought it a paltry gim- crack, and grudged 
the two guineas I paid laſt ſummer for the 
new bed, which, in my opinion, is not 
worth two farthings. It was one of Mis 
Clarendon's. whim-whams; ſhe is eter- 
nally ſtudying ways to ſquander money; 
and when all's done, her knick-knacks 
won't fetch umme 

I ] perceive,” anſwered Lady Selina 
ct What you wiſh to infinuate. ] ſuppoſe 
that I have been guilty of ſacrilege in pre- 


ſuming to ſoil this beautiful cuſhion !” 
holding up the beloved pillow with a ma- 


licious triumph. It is really a ſuperb 
piece of furniture, and deſerves a place in 
the Britiſh Muſeum, as a ſpecimen of the 


refined taſte —_— in- the — 


century!“ 

I think the anden perfectly adapt- 
ed to the place,” ſaid Lord Acreland. 

* Ridiculous ! !” anſwered Lady Selina. 
How much more delicate a ſofa of firaw- 


coloured fil would have been.“ 5 — 
1 & What, 


, . OP, 
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ee What, for the habitation of hi” ker. 
mit . ſaid Lord Acreland. 21 
„ We, who live in Hina 
have not: to do with outward appear- 
ances; anſwered; Lady Selina: it Was 
made for pleaſure, and you may as well 
perſuade all who viſit it to paſs their time 
in prayer, as to ſit on a filthy ſiraw mat- 
treſs. I am ſure ee iS —_ fit- we 
the head of a madman.” 
This unfertumate eee ate my 
5 hats ! It ſhuddered:! it throbbed at the 
idea! „IL endesvquröd to ſteal out of the 
hermitage; Lady Selina roſe to follow me, 
and, taking the arm of Lord Acreland, 
ſauntered down the wood with affected 
feebleneſs. I need not tell you that I 
loitered behind to replace the precious pil- 
low on the ſtraw couch; that J bruſhed 
off the gravel with my handkerchief; that 
I preſſed it to my boſom with holy vene- 
ration; or, that I imprinted. a iſs on it 
more pure, more zealous, than ever was 
beſtowed by a kigot on * 1 relic — a 
martyr. 
on I. Oo " Here 


go ANGELINA, 
Ae nde fre fümé bf the fineſt trees in 
England !” cried Sir Edward, as we en- 
tered the Orangerie. What does your 
5 think of this collection? ©» 
like it exceedingly,“ replied Lady 
Wel tis perfectly Italian! 'Bergamot 
is my favourite perfume?" < breaking off a 
-cluſtre of buds from one of the fineſt 
«trees.) Sir Edward's ſymptomatic inquie- 
tude returned with redoubled force: 1 
could ſcargely' forbear ſmiling While 1 ob- 
ſerved his countenance, where reſpect 
ſtruggled with age, and rape with bad 
appointment. 
lote 38 of: orange vas, or all 
things,“ ſaid Lady Selina; „and never 
think of Fe, when j have a at to 
8 4 yogi if ot ine ee 
odio | 1 perceive! 4 replied my father, 
ſmothering his reſentment; and all 1 
can ſay, is, that tis very lucky every fine 
lady is not of your way of thinking; we 
- ſhould have nothing batbankroptfics in 
the City: N of: faſhion” _ er 


8. 
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5 <6 Lord, Sir Edward!“ exclaimed Lady 
Selina; „hy you are perfectly ſayage 2” 
Not at all, my Lady, replied. my 
ſather * but what's mines my own; and 
4 haye ne notion of prodigality, for my 
Part: rarities can't be had for nothing; 
and I like to pleaſe N though it does 
coſt me ſomething.” 
„What then, e — 9 AY f 
5 yo think that oranges are made to be 
| looked at; pray does a ſimilar opinion 
extend to all other catable commodities "i 
After rubbing the bloſſoms between her 
hands, ſhe began to examine the fruit, 
preſſing every orange in order to aſcertain 
its degree; of ripeneſs. ; 
Let us get out,” laid Sie Edward, 
« Jet us get out, the ſmell of theſe trees 18 
too powerful for my head; I don' t feel 
well I never could bear per ſurge, in my 
RR J 4 ads iy 
py Heavens!" | E Lady Selina, 
« I adore it of all things! 1 bought a 
bottle of otta of roſes laſt winter, at the 
India Houſe, it coſt me thirty guineas. I 
; with I had employed you, Sir Edward ; 
5 O 2 perhaps 
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L perhaps you would have got the ſame 
quantity for half the ſum—in the way of 
trade, But we OE wont are 
| rs to be impoſed upon.” 


With many hints on the mn * my ſa- 


x ler“ we again ſallied forth, and in a few 
minutes reached the abbey; on entering 
the drawing room, Lady Selina threw her- 
ſelf upon the blue filk ſofa; her ſhppers 
again annoyed Sir Edward, no leſs than 
the powder of her chignon; both of which 
left evident pong on her neee reſt- 


; ing places. | 7 
. . We ave a ber at vein: 2 
"Gig my be. 


ee never 3 at — game but pier; 's 
: Ante red Lady Selina: „I rs no ob- 
JET to one party with ybu. > 


Sir Edward accepted the tithe ; | 


l botnty⸗ guineas was the ſum named by 
her Ladyſhip; and they took their ſeats 
without farther ceremony, after Sir Ed- 
Würd had particularly deſired me to 
ce amuſſo his e r a tune on my 


ſpinnet. “ N e 9H en gt 
„ „I would 
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© J would obey you with great plea- 


ſure, Sir,” anſwered I; “ but = piano 
forts is really out of tune.“ 


„Then try your harp, child; s id Sir 
Edward: I like the harp mightily, ever 


' fince I heard the blind man at Chepſtow.” 


With an aching heart I obeyed ; my 


trembling fingers ſcarcely ſtruck the 


chords; my depreſſion of mind was every 
moment augmented by the melancholy 


vibration of the inſtrument. 

Let us have—* Thou art gone awa 
from me, Donald !' faid Lady Selina, 
ſmiling at Lord Acreland, 

began; every note increaſed my 
agony; I could ſcarcely articulate the 
words, and was nearly overwhelmed with 
diſtreſs,, when I was kindly interrupted by 
Lady Selina, with, „Did you ever hear 
Madame Delaval ? ſhe plays divinely ! I 
ſuppoſe you don' t ang any thing but Eng- 
liſh.“ 

I opened my pid no forts, and ſelected 
the fayourite ** Non vi turbate,” in Alceſte. 
When I had ſung three or four bars— 
How well the Banti executes that 
9 « ſong!” 


* 
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ſong!!!” exclaimed cs Ag WANs addreſſing 


herſelf to Lord Acreland. 
1 „re 
% Do you know any of Kromplicltz 5 
le tens ? they are rr eb 1 con- 
tinued Lady ann T5 een e 


Again I took my harp; 450 egal We 


fabtite concerto of that compoſer, and 
was a third time interrupted by her Lady- 


ſhip, who roſe NN rn W im, 


ſaying 
Jou owe me themy Sash 


no more than't have time to dreſs for 


— , * 
1 F N 1 


dinner.“ 
Lady Selina left the room, and Sir Ed- 


ward ſtood for fſome moments, muffling 


the cards, without uttering à ſyllable. Joy 


260 ſervant oo informed us — üer 


but ch Sehen taſted every — abs 


commended. nothing. The ice'd wines 


were 50 cold for Her ſtomach; the 
gouts were too big ghly ſeaſoned; the poul- 
try was kept too long; the veniſon dreſt 
too fon; turtle ſhe abhorred; fiſh ſhe 
could 
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could: not bear; ſoup was her averſion; 
at laſt, the third courſe preſented a diſſi 
that was honoured with her approbation. 
his : exclaimed * 8 is fit voy the” 
gods een 98 144316451 
Indeed, * 5 What have you 
got there?“ ſaid Sir Edward; 
« A diſh of my own AG" replied 
Lady. Selina. | 
Sir Edward: examined It. | hate crin- 
cam crancums of all kinds,” ſaid he; 
« but; to oblige your Ladyſhip, 1'l1 taſte 
'em: what do you call em?“ | | 
* Did you never eat any? why, they 


are pine: apple fritters ; nothing can be 


more delicious! The firſt J ever tated 
were at the Ae, near Paris; fſaid 
Eady Selina: 

Sir Edward, who bad juſt 1. — one 
on the point of his fork, ſat, as if petrified 
with wonder, and without reſolution to 
taſte the precious morſel. At length, re- 
covering from his ſurpriſe, he exclaimed, 
this is luxury indeed?! 

« It appears to be ſuch, ee Latty 

Ora: now; Selina; 
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Seid: but it only took four Pine apples 
io make the whole diſh. bud ot u! 
Four pine- apples hacked up into frit= 
| ters!” ſaid Sir Edward, with a deep figh. 

| « Aſtoniſhing! why, this will make a 
confounded hole in my pinery! Lord have 
metcy upon us! well, hve and learn! but 
this beats any thing I ever faw in all my 
days!“ 

Sir Edward had ſcarcely recovered from 
his conſternation, when the deſſert was | 
placed on the table; and two rr 
made their appearance. ＋ of 

Again!“ exclaimed my father: «why, 
zounds, my Lady, IL ought to have a wil- 
derneſs of pine-apples! This is carrying the 
joke rather too far. Who the devil order- 
ed the deſſert? One would think that 
pine- apples grew in the highway : who 
would be fo extravagant as to have two. 
ſuch pine W in a deſſert ſor four peo- 
fes ) 

. ond 5 pry Lady Selina, with 
the moſt nrovokius indifference. 

What! without leave or licence : 3 
cried Sir Edward. 


— 
. 


4 As 
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« As to leave,” anſwered Lady Selina, 


« our ſex have the delightful privilege of 
doing whatever they pleaſe; and, with 
reſpect to licence, I know of no penalty 
for eating a pine- apple; and, therefore, 
ſhall not think of be- n with 
uſeleſs ceremonies.” vo 
Sir Edward was a ſuffocated with 
rage; Lady Selina ſung an Italian air; 
and Lord Acreland propoſed coffee, which 
was immediately brought. After'they had 


drank: their mare/chino, Lady Selina ordered 


tea in the grotto, and thither we repaired; 
Sir Edward not e to N a OY 
of his deſolated pinery! 0 
What think you ol a” „ Slabub 20 
ſaid my father, as he entered the grotto. 


As ſilence is ſuppoſed to be a ſignal of 


oonſent; he haſtened towards the abbey, 


fore nee FIXES 1411 
There's a treat fit Ft a prince WW: 250 
Sir Edward ; and in my favourite bowl 
too ! Twas given to me on my wedding 
day, by a captain of an Indiaman, and 


when I gave my Lord Mayor's dinner, it 


O 5 was 


and, in a ſhort en ws bowl was: . bo-. 


p BD EIT 2 — 
8 l 
3 — 
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55 i mught the moſ neee thing 
A the table KP FE DER AY» 

[IK 1 Except yourſa, 1 Edward; ” ſaid 
Lady Selina. * . | 
"The compliment, for as ſuch it was re- 
ceived, ſeemed to flatter my father's amour 
propre and, taking the capacious bowl, 
he gallantiy preſented it to her Ladyſhip. 

J abhor To = aan, ” ſaid? 
| Lady Selina. | | 
LI inſiſt upon edging you,” replied- 
Sir Edward. He advanced, ſhe retreat- 
ed; till, in the conflict, an unlucky 
touch of her Ladyſhip's elbow, overſet the 
bowl, and the whole of its contents cover- 
ed the embroidered waiſtcoat of * un- 
fortunate Sir Ed ware. 

It is impoſſible to deſcribe the ſenſations. 
l in every! countenance ! Lady 
Selina with difficulty ſuppreſſed the laugh, 
which even the graveſt philoſopher could: 
ſcarcely have ſubdued. Sir Edward ſtood 
with his arms extended, gazing by turns, 
and with equal mortification, on his many 
coloured waiſtcoat, and the ſcattered frag- 
ments of his ill-fated bowl! 
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Lady Selina, after making many awk- 
ward apologies, not without blaming the 


too zealous hoſpitality which had occa- 


ſtoned the diſaſter, promiſed to preſent Sir 
Edward a waiſtcoat of her own work: his 
anger ſubſided in a great degree at this 


mark of condeſcenſion ; and-we returned 
to the abbey to arrange the amuſements 
of the evening. A drive about the-lanes 


was choſen by Lady Selina, and the ſo- 


ciable was ordered immediately. As ſoon 


as Sir Edward had changed his dreſs, we 


proceeded through the park, and along 
the road leading to London. At the diſ- 


tance of half a mile from the abbey we 

were overtaken by a poſt-chaiſe and ſour; 

the poſtillions were ſuddenly ſtopped, and 
Lady Selina inſtantly recognized her friend 


and inamorato, Sir Clifford Wilmot. Her 


rapture was undeſcribable. 

„My dear Sir Clifford!“ exclaimed 
her Ladyſhip; you ſhan't proceed one 
ſtep farther. Whither are you going ? 
How lucky we are to meet you!“ 

« T am going to Bath,” replied the 
O06 Baronet ; 
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Baronet; * my. pbyfician thinks bathing 
abſolutely neceſſary for my health.“ 

To Bath! oh, Heavens!” ſaid Lady 
Selina, to Bath in this ſultry ſeaſon ! 
Why you will not be able to ſurvive it: 

you'll die if you go to Bath.“ 

I ſhall die if I do no? 3050 e ee | 
Sir Clifford. 

« No matter for that ;” 3 Cady Se- 
lac. « You muſt abſolutely ſtay two or 
three days at the abbey ; Sir Edward will 
be delighted to receive. ee you 
Sir Edward? ?“ 

Certainly,“ anſwered my father; at 
the ſame time obſerving Sir Clifford with 
a mixture of wonder ànd ſuſpicion ; for a 
more groteſque figure never called forth 
the powers of a Bunbury. 

% Isn't he very handſome ?”. ſaid Lady 
Selina, preſſing my arm. 

„Not very: anſwered I, aſtoniſhed 
at the queſtion, which was aſked in a 
whiſper loud enough to be diſtinctly heard 
by Sir Clifford. pt 

Leave your chaiſe, and come into o the 

2 . ſociable, 


* , 
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ſociable, we ean make room for you,” ; 
faid: Lady Selina 

The Baronet es the finbitition; | 
and, with little ceremony, placed himſelf, 
between Lord Acreland and Sir Edward: 

The next ten minutes were employed 
in a rapid fucceſſion of queſtions. Who 

did you leave in town? What's the news? 
How did Mrs. Trickwell's faro-bank cloſe 
for the winter? Have you been lately at 
Mrs. Delmore's? What do they think of 
her laſt publication? What does Mrs. 
Lyric ſay about our damning her comedy? 
Theſe interrogations, and many more, 
equally unintereſting; were laconieally an- 
ſwered by Sir Clifford; who, inftead of 
attending to the inquiſitive Lady Selina, 
fixed his eyes on my face, with the moſt 
diſconcerting effrontery. | 
„Why do you bury yourſelf in this 
obſcure ſpot, Lady Selina ? Why don't 
you go to one of the watering- places?“ 
ſazd Sir Clifford. All the world inquires 
after you. Apropos, I ſupped at- Mrs. 
Delmore's the night before I left town, 
and had quite an adventure! A ridiculous - 
| tabby 
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tabby x was at me the whole evening; ogled 
me without intermiſſion: -I humoured 
the old lady, and we amuſed the party 
wonderfully. She pleaſed me infinitely 

—the moſt comical old quiz I ever met 

[ with! Sung delightfully— played en- 

chantingly—talked inceſſantly and look - 

| | | ed ridiculouſly !' I thought I ſhould expire 

1 with laughing. The moſt complete pet- 

$ tiooat pedant that ever pored over the 
pages of literature! 

„Heavens? exclaimed Lady Selina, 
« where did Delmore pick up ek an 
original ** | 

„Why really,” a Sir Clifford, 
« I don't know what part of the. habi- 
table globe was honoured with her birth; 
but, by her name, I ſhould imagine ſhe 
came from the Pellew Iſlands,” 

I now. perceived, that his cc « tabby,” 7 
this * quiz,” this © petticoat pedant, | 
this ridiculous old lady, was no other than 
my poor dear aunt, Juliana Pengwynn. 

6 /They Jay,” continued Sir Clifford, 

« that ſhe is deviliſh rich, and nearly re- 
lated: to a black trader of ſtill greater 


wealth. 
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wealth. She was very fond of me upon 
my ſoul; but as IJ had no inclination to- 
promote the ſlave trade, I fought ſhy: I. 
have no idea of. ſelling my freedom for a 
hogſhead of ſugar, or a bale of cotton.“ 
Lady Selina endeavoured in vain to 
conceal her ſatisfaction. Sir N "_ 
ceeded.—- p Tx 
« Now I think of it, Lord Api 
| the town talk is, that you are going to 
_ marry a oitizen's daughter; I hope you 
know too much of life to do fo filly a 
thing; - damn it, don't mix the noble 
blood of your anceſtors with the nen 
ee DJ N14 
„ ſhall defy ridicule,” aid An Nenn | 
ind; gravely, and looking towards me in 
endlnt confuſion, when I preſent this- 
lady as my wife.” Sir Clifford begged | 
my pardon, and all was filent. till ve 
reached the abbey. 105 | 
Fatigued with the eee conver- | | 
ſation of our: illuſtrious viſitors, I could | 
not reſiſt the impulſe of my mind, which 
longed for a few hours of reſt and medi- 
tation, I knew not how to make any [ 
plauſible 
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plauſible paths for withdrawing, and to 


remain the whole evening in the: miſery 


of liſtening to their ſenſeleſs jargon, would 
have been inſupportable. Lady Selina 
and Sir Clifford luckily ſat down to pi- 
quet ; Sir Edward ſtole: out to ſmoke his 
pipe $i and Lord Acreland to write letters. 
Thus deſerted by all, I made no ceremony 


in retiring to my chamber. 


Even there I was not permitted to enjoy 
repoſe, for L had not been there ten mi- 


nutes before I heard the creeking of foot - 


n along the gallery, and preſently aſter 
gentle tap at the door of my dreſſing- 
I roſe to open it, and to my infi- 

nite 1 found that the officious 


intruder was no other than Sir Clifford 


Wilmot;:: without any apology. for thus 


breaking in upon my ſecluſion, he entered 


the room, and approached the window, 
commending the proſpect, and making 


trifling obſervations on the ſurrounding 
objects. I ſtood, rapt in amazement, but 


what were my ſenſations, when, on hear - 


the 
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the preſuming Sir Clifford, with all the 
ang froid imaginable, bolted the door. 


„Heavens !” exclaimed I, „where is 
the neceſſity of this precaution? Surely, 
Sir Clifford, ſince you have fo abruptly / 
interrupted my ſtudies, there can be. no 


impropriety in Lady Selina's being an ad- 
dition to the party 2” 

« Huſh! for Heaven's ſake don't 
ſpeak ;” faid Sir Clifford.“ You cannot 
think what a malicious woman ſhe is; ſhe 


will make a thouſand ſtories out of this 
accidental trifle: the whole town will 


talk of it, and you don't reflect how ridi- 


culous we ſhall both appear.” This was 
uttered in a whiſper, and accompanied | 
with a thouſand extravagant geſtures. 


$2 te 


will de gone in a moment, con- 


tinued Sir Clifford, © and, upon my ho- 


nour, I will depart immediately.“ 


Lady Selina now called repeatedly for 


admiſſion, and tried the door with the 


molt perſevering malice. LI was perfectly 
wild with confuſion; I knew not what to- 
tay, or how to act; on a ſudden all was 


Went. 
* « She 
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She is gone,” ſaid Sir Clifford, and 
again repaired to the balcony window. I 
unlocked the door, and, after aſſuting the 
Baronet that I conſidered his conduct as a 
violation of every thing civil or decorous, 
this time, reached the lawn. I followed 
her; and, making many conſuſed apolo- 
gies, Walked with her towards the ſhrub- 
bery—conloling myſelf with the idea that 
nothing moro would be ſaid of the adven- 
ture: but, alas] here my humiliation did 
not terminate; for, on looking towards 
the abbey, I beheld Sir Clifford ſtill, at the 
window: of my dreſſing- room, leaning, - 
with, the moſt eaſy indifference, on the 
balcony; where I had left him. 55 Ri 
Lady Selina's eyes ſeemed. armed with 
ſome minutes like a ſtatue - ſtedfaſtly 
gazing on me with a mixture of ſurpriſe 
and reſentment. At laſt, in a tone of 
inſolent diſdain, ſhe: exclaimed—“ Well, 
Miſs Clarendon ! this is what I did: not. 
ſuſpect. I thought you had been a to- 
tal ſtranger to Sir Clifford Wilmot. The 

N for- 
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formality. of a e 1 find was 
wholly unneceſſary.“ 

I aſſure you, Lady Sekna 
could ſay no more. 
_ Clifford deſcended to the library.- 2 


O pray don't diſcompoſe your ſpi- 
* I ſhall, for my brother's fake, con- 


ccal the matter: yet permit me to ſay. 
that'a little more precaution would not be. 
amiſs—when it is conſidered that you are. 
thortly to be his wife, and my fiſter.”” 

In Vain did 1 proteſt that I had never 
ſeen Sir Clitford Wilmot till he was pre- 
ſented to me by Lady Selina. In vain 
did aſſure her that his intruſion was both 
unwiſhed for and unexpected. Her ſar- 
caſtic replies, the obſequious inclination 


of her head, the emphatie tone wit 


Which ſhe: frequently pronounced“ In- 
daed l really! I dare ſay!” mortified me. 


ſo: ſeverely that, to conceal my ſenſations, 
] left her, and again retired to my dreſ-- 


ſingrroom; there a ſhower of tears re- 
lieved my oppreſſed heart, and my agi- 


tated mind. ſoon. became more compoſed 


and. quiet. 
| 7 I now 


„1 ; 
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1 now obſerved Lady Selina and Sir 
Clifford walking on the lawn. At firſt 
they converfed feriouſly; and I could 
plainly perceive that his was the language 
of proteſtation and contrition. She fre- 
_ quently ſtopped, as if to expoſtulate;— 
and, after ſome time waſted in argument, 
they concluded the diſcourſe by immode- 
rate laughter. You will eafily conceive 
my mortification; to know myſelf the 
ſubject of ridicule, of contempt, of inſo- 
tent animadverfion—perhaps of inhumarr 
calumny! I could ſcarcely bear the re- 
flection. ee eee 

After ſeeing Sir Clifford kiſs Lady Selt- 
na's hand, as a ratification of peace, I 
threw myſelf into a chair which ſtood. 
near the window: nothing could be more 
enchanting than the proſpect from the 
balcony ; the ſun had juſt ſunk beneath: 
the horizon; the ſerenity of the hour har- 
moniſed my ſenſes ; the tops of the foreſt 
trees were ſtill faintly tinged with a gold- 
en hue, refle&ted from the glowing light 
which ſpread. along the hemiſphere. The 
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- intervening landſcape, every moment wrap- 
ped in vapour, became leſs and leſs diſ- 
tinct, till one irregular line of duſky grey 
terminated, the proſpet. The dappled 
clouds, that floated on the vaſt expanſe 
above, were variegated with tints of gold 
and purple; and, to complete the diver- 
ſity of nature's. beauties, || the moon roſe 
majeſtically dene. r nas moun- 
tains— | 


1 J in.ſilv'ry panoply of light, 
And feary ring round her imitative b = | 


No ſound interrupted the Gitimne tin 
quillity i in which creation emed to ſlum- 
| ber, except the frequent knell, which, 
in flow, and deep vibrations, proclaimed 
the departure of ſome. happy villager 
Gracious God! how fincerely did I envy 
his repoſe ! | 

Involuntarily I fell into * 1 
tation: my ſcrutoire was temptingly in- 
viting to the Muſe, and I had not reſolu- 


tion to reſiſt her inſpiration.— Enchant- 
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ing ſerenity ! wid A as my eyes were di- 


rected 


- 
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rected towards the infinity 
- which were now NORTON to temporary ob- 
ae D ih zin 1 


; 2 L en 333 ; Ii 
; Pale twilight! wrapp'd ip melanchohy grey, 
by Thee I adore! and all thy ſhad'wy train: 

Thy tears, that tremble on each bloſſom-d ſpray, 
Thy breezy breath, that ſkims along the plain, 

© Fanning the poſom of the weary ſwain, 

As home be ſaunters at the cloſe of day, 

While the hills echo with his thoughtleſs ſtrain, 
Of ditty old —or merry roundelay ! 

Where ſplendor gilds deceit, let pride controul : 
Mine be the low-rooPd cot, and tranquil mind, 
Where truth, unvarniſt'd,' calm, and whconfin'd, 

Shrinks _ to ſcrutinize the conſcious ſoul ! 

1 ſe meridian luſtre ſhine ;- a 
he b co the Penſive bour, of mental b bus be mine! 


* Such were a cee gifs. it they are ac- 
ceptable to you, I ſhall endeavour to for- 
get the misſortunes of the day, and look 
forward, with __ to more ed 
e HY of he | 
ot Kaen! Ani Ht. 3 virgtou!, 
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